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EXPERIENCE 
IS  TKE  BEST 


Cecil  Smiih  practically  "grew  up"  with 
horses;  and  he's  as  sure-seated  on  a 
pony  as  he  is  a  sure  shot  with  his  mallet. 


He's  one  of 
America's  polo 
"greats"— Texas- 
born  Cecil  Smiih. 
Veferan  of  many 
a  famous  inter- 
national match. 


/    BKPERIBNCB  IS 

^^^  THE  BEST  TEACHER 

^^     IN  POLO. ..AND 

\N  ClGARJEJTESl 


camels  suit  me 
best! 


INTERNATIONAL 
POLO  STAR 


^jtaSiiJiidS^"^ 


More  people  are  smoking  CAMELS  today  than  ever  before  in  history! 


Yes,  experience  during  the  war  shortage  taught  mil 
the  differences  in  cigarette  quality. 


LET  POLO  STAR  Cecil  Smith  tell 
I  you  in  his  own  words:  "That  cig- 
arette shortage  was  a  real  experience. 
That's  when  I  learned  how  much  I 
really  appreciated  Camels!" 

Yes,  a  lot  of  smokers  found  them- 
selves comparing  brands  during  that 


shortage.  Result:  Today  more  people 
are  smoking  Camels  than  ever  before 
in  history.  But,  no  matter  how  great 
the  demand: 

It  e  don't  lanipcr  tcitli  Camel  quality, 
(htly  fhoict'  toharcim.  pniperly  aiii'd,  and 
hlendt'd  in  tht>  tinif-fionored  Cantel  tray, 
tirr  iisi'd  in  Catnrls. 


According  to  a  recent  Nationwide  survey: 

More  Doctors  Smoke  Camels 
than  any  other  cigarette 


Three  nationally  known  indepen- 
dent research  organizations  asked 

113.597  doctors  — in  every  branch 
of  medicine— to  name  the  ciparerte 
they  smoked.  More  doctors  named 
Camel  than  any  other  brand. 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobucco  Comrftny  .Winston-Snlei 


.  .  .  and  a/ready  we've  sfarfcd 

coUceting  a/1  the  wonderiu]  cJothcs 

we  know  youU  like  and  need.  Just  in  ease  \ou 

aren't  sure  what  you  do  need,  there'll  he 

30  CTOSs-country  campus  lepresentatwes  on  hand.  They'll 

know  all  the  answers  to  what  to  wear  no  matter 

where  you  go  to  sehool.  We'll  he  waitmg  for  you  on 

the  opening  date.  See  you  then! 
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^  ^  ^     BEACH 
1730  ORRINGTON  AVE. 


Summer  and  cottons  are  here  to 
stay  .  .  .  and  Bramson's  are  here  to 
show  you  the  best  in  play  clothes. 


Jean  Packer,  Tri  Delt,  wears  a  play 
suit  of  brown  and  white  gingham 
with  matching  skirt  and  white 
bolero.  Comes  in  blue  and  green 
also    $15.00 


Dorothy  Fineron,  Alpha  Phi,  is 
comfy  and  cool  in  a  multi  colored 
play  suit  of  woven  gingham,  also 
with  matching  skirt $15.00 


t 


V^ 


V^ 


A 


NORTHWESTERN  UNIVERSITY'S  MAGAZINE  OF  COLLEGIATE  LIFE 
GEORGE  GRUENWALD,  editor  JANET  CHRISTIE,  Business  Mgr. 

MAY,     1947 
Vidian 

PACE 

THE  GREAT  FIASCO H    CORDON  LEWIS      8 

EGYPTIAN  GIRL DURB  DOWNEY    32 

BETA  SIGMA 7 

FOUR  YEARS,  FAREWELL RUTH  KRAUSE     12 

DILLY  NORTHWESTERN FORSYTHE  &  SCHWARTZ     17 

PARROT'S  PICK BRUCE  PINC     13,28 

WAA-MU ALLYN  BAUM     14 

OF  ALL  PLACES 16,  25 

PARROT  ARTISTS 26 

BIRD'S  EYE  VIEW H   CORDON  LEWIS      6 

TALEFEATHERS BILL  CUMMINC     10 

' .     iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiniiiiiiiiiiniiiiininiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiii^ 

EDITORIAL  STAFF:  BILL  KREUTZ,  Issue  Editor.  JOAN  FORSYTHE  &  MILTON 
SCHWARTZ,  Special  Features.  FRANK  SAYLES,  Art  &  Layout.  PAUL  MALLORY, 
Photography.  H.  CORDON  LEWIS,  Features,  RUTH  KRAUSE,  Production.  TOD  EVANS 
&  BOB  JACODA,  Fiction.  )AC  CREMIN,  BILL  BENNETT,  BILL  CUMMINC,  Assistant 
Editors.  DURB  DOWNEY,  CLENN  CHURCH,  WALLY  SUNDHOLM,  BRUCE  PINC, 
ART  SALANDER,  PINKY  FREEBORN,  TED  FREDSTROM,  MARTHA  FULTON.  MARALOE 
POLSON,  BOB  COLE,  CAROL  WAGNER,  FRED  CORDON,  ANN  BACON,  LUCY 
FUNDERBURK,   PHYLLIS  BERCQUIST,   LOIS  JONES,   BARBARA  GASSER. 

lilllllillllllllllllliillllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll^ 


Production  Manager  Ruth  Krause 
and  Photography  Editor  Paul  Mal- 
lory,  known  around  the  office  simply 
as  "Krock"  and  "Hypo,"  are  both 
single  and  eligible  and  wonderful 
catches  (plug). 

Ruth,  who  lists  the  presidency  of  the 
Alpha  Chis,  May  Court,  Theta  Sigma 
Phi,  Mortar  Board  and  Shi-Ai  member- 
ship among  her  honors,  has  everything 
.  .  .  and  an  apartment  in  Chicago.  Sev- 
eral years  ago  she  guest  edited  Made- 
moiselle magazine.  Her  professional 
aims  are  toward  a  future  in  magazine 
editorial  or  public  relations  work. 

Commerce  Junior  Paul  majors  in 
personnel  administration.  Formerly 
of  the  class  of  '46,  Mallory  was  de- 
tained by  several  skirmishes  at  Pearl 
Harbor  and  Okinawa.  Despite  his 
prematurely  grey  hair,  P.M.  is  only 
23. 


Gastronomically,  Krock  has  the  more 
patrician  tastes.  She  prefers  Manhat- 
tan cocktails,  fried  shrimp  and  Parrot 
staff  parties.  Paul  goes  along  with  beer, 
skittles  and  any  party. 
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COVER  GIRL  Tajfy  Stajford  is  an 
Alpha  Lambda  Delta  scholar,  as  well 
as  a  trim  Alpha  Phi.  Photographer  Paul 
Mallory  and  sidekick  Pinky  Freeborn 
regard  their  Clark  Street  Beach  visit 
with  Taffy  as  the  year's  most  pleasant 
photo  assignment. 

V 

PHOTO  CREDITS:  Pp.  14,  15,  Allyn 
Baum;  Pp.  16,  25,  Paul  Mallory,  Hamilton 
Cox,  Ted  Fredstrom,  Betty  Stuart  Studio; 
Pp.  26,  27,  Kranzten  Studios,  Paul  Mal- 
lory, Jack  Ludwig.  DiUy  Northwestern 
photos,  Paul  Mallory. 

PURPLE  PARROT  published  during  the  months  of  October,  December,  February.  March,  April,  May  by  tlie  Student  Publishing  Company,  Inc.  Scott  Hall, 
Northwestern  University  Evanston  Illinois,  Subscriptions:  $1.25  a  year.  Vol.  XXVI,  No.  6,  May,  1947.  Entered  as  second-class  matter  December  IS.  1944 
at  the  post  office  at  Evanston,  Illinois,  under  the  Act  of  March  3,  1879,  The  entire  contents  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT,  text  and  illustrations,  are  protected 
by  copyright. 


■ry//////, 


GOOD  FOOD 
GOOD  MUSIC 
GOOD    FUN 


noDERnE 


Frank     Hutchins    presents 

HENRI    GENDRON    & 
HIS  ORCHESTRA 

Skokie  Blvd.   (411   at 
Cook  &  Lake  County  Line 

Phone  Clencoe  433 
Highland  Pk.  4283 


Who    is    America's    Most    Famous    Trumpeter? 


With  all  respect  to  the  top  stars  of  screen  and  radio,  we  suggest  that  the 
Trumpeter  of  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx  is  the  best-known  horn  man  in  America. 
For  60  years  the  Trumpeter  label  has  meant  quality  fabrics,  skilled  tailoring 
and  step-ahead  style. 

Sport  Coats  and  Slacks  by  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx  are  worn 
bv  style-conscious  university  men  the  country  over.  See  our 
large  selections.  .  .  . 

MacFarlands 

Home  oj  Hart  Shaffrter  and  Mar.r  Clothes 
1627  Orrington         -         Evanston         -         University  4308 


IT'S    NO    SURPRISE. 


that    students    like    our    good    food    and    fast    service. 

Try   a    Dipper   Super   Malt   with   your    luncheon    sand- 
wicli  .  .  . 

BIG  DIPPER 

across  from  V./illard 


1850  Sherman  Avenue 


Ore.  3511 


\^'Tiy  not  take  "the  best  ii 
along  with  you  on  a  picnic?  Norm 
Oldendorph,  Sig  Chi.  Jean  Bergman. 
Alpha  Xi,  Steve  Cornell.  Phi  Psi.  and 
Lyn  Johnson.  Chi  0.  listening  to  the 
latest  "W\\\  Bradley  Album."  think  itV 
a  good  idea. 


hy   Ted   Fred^tnm 


NORMAN   ROSS 


617  Davis  St. 


Open  Monday  and  Thursday  Evenings 


Uni.  9400 
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WRITE,  PHONE 
OR  CALL  FOR 
COVER  GIRL 
REVUE 


Pdikm  Simns 


^  -^ — '^„,^^-^^ 


30  W.  Washington  •  State  1781 


BIRD'S  Eye  View 


S^c 


I OT  THAT  WE  Want  to  brag,  you 
understand.  But  we  think  that  these 
days  it's  a  real  achievement  to  get  out 
of  school  legally. 

Back  in  our  wee,  small  college  days, 
we  thought  we'd  zip  through  our  four 
years,  get  a  quickie  degree,  and  settle 
down  to  a  $50,000  a  year  job  and  six 
kids  with  convertibles.  Well,  our  pa- 
per-clad dreams  are  a  little  moldy,  but 
ambition  is  intact. 

The  end  really  must  be  in  sight  now: 
,  just  yesterday  we  got  a  note  from 
Buildings  &  Grounds  asking  us  to  turn 
in  all  the  tools  we  have.  There  are 
plenty  of  tools  around  this  office,  but 
they're  all  much  too  soft  to  turn  over 
to  Buildings  &  Grounds.  They  might 
have  waited  another  couple  of  weeks 
anyway. 

We're  dealing  strictly  in  potentials. 
We've  had  thi-ee  job  offers: 

The  first  is  with  the  house-organ 
(that's  newspaper,  son!)  of  a  manufac- 
turing firm.  They  pay  ofT  in  waffle- 
irons. 

The  second  is  with  a  weekly  paper  in 
upper  Wyoming.  They  only  have  a 
circulation  of  250  ("but  we're  growing 
like  mad!"  they  told  us).  They  offered 
to  make  us  city-sports-makeup-copy- 
telegraph-picture-society  editor.  And 
a  personal  desk,  too. 

The  third  offer  is  doing  publicity  for 
a  collection  company.  We  aren't  sure 
what  they  collect,  but  they've  offered 
us  $18.50  and  all  we  can   eat. 

We're  going  on  for  our  Master's. 

THE  BEAST  WITH   FIVE 

One  of  the  most  popular  excuses 
these  days  is,  "In  the  spring"  a  young 
man's  fancy  lightly  turns  to  thoughts 
of    love." 

This  might  be  true,  and  far  be  it 
from  us  to  upset  a  popular  notion;  but 


judging  from  the  number  of  summer 
birthdays,  it  must  be  nearly  October 
before  that  young  man  gets  up  enough 
nerve  to  do  anything  about  it. 

MORGAN'S  ORGANS 

We've  always  looked  upon  our 
schoolfellows  who  go  in  for  the  more 
gory  fields  of  study  with  an  eye  of 
mixed  benevolence,  awe  and  jaundice. 
But  the  other  day  we  were  passing  a 
zoology  lab  and  saw  a  grunt-and- 
moaner  friend  of  ours  struggling  away 
at  a  frog's  deeper  viscera.  We  ad- 
justed our  gas-mask  and  sauntered  in 
to  have  a  look-see. 

"Be  with  you  in  a  minute,"  he 
nodded.  He  poked  around  for  a  while, 
a  frown  widening  on  his  befumed  face. 
Suddenly  he  straightened  up,  a  look 
of  anger  tinting  his  jowls.  Hey,  Joe," 
he  shouted  at  another  diddler  across 
the  room.  "Where  the  hell  did  you  put 
my  ovary?" 

WHEN  IN  MEN'S  EYES 

Since  we're  on  the  subject  of  gradu- 
ation, we  may  as  well  give  you  both 
sides  of  the  argument.  Not  everyone  is 
as  ambitious  as  we  are,  you  know. 

We've  done  a  lot  of  research  on  this. 
We've  gone  through  the  grill  day  after 
day  taking  a  pol'  and  we've  finally 
come  up  with  the  prize,  the  piece  de 
resistance  of  the  overcrowded  field  of 
academically    evolved    frustratees. 

We  slouched  in  a  chair  opposite  Ray 
Ellen  Seiden  (girl),  hid  our  notebook 
in  our  bodice,  and  started  sounding 
her   out. 

How  long  you  been  here?"  we  que- 
ried. "Honey,"  we  added,  to  make  the 
whole  thing  look  flippant. 

"Ah.  too  damn  long,"  she  muttered. 
"Four  silly  years.    Too  damii  long." 

"Graduating,  eh?"  We  patted  her  on 
the   shoulder. 

"Hell  no.  Those  silly  prongs  tell  me 
I  haven't  got  any  sequence.  Never  had 
any."  She  scowled.  We  shuddered. 
"And  if  you're  going  to  plaster  your 
silly  hands  all  over  my  back,  you  might 
as  well  rub  my  shoulder-blades.  Damn 
things  are  sore  as  hell.  I  have  to  take 
hockey  or  some  damn  course  I  missed 
three  years  ago." 

We  rubbed.  "Well,  when  do  you 
graduate?"   we  persisted. 

"How  the  hell  should  I  know?    Those 


silly  popodopolises  run  this  place,  not 
me.    Rub  harder." 

We  rubbed  harder.  "Now,  look,  Ray 
Ellen,"  we  started,  trying  to  be  stern 
and  yet  paternal.  "Why  don't  you  go 
over  there — "  we  pointed —  "and  ask 
them  what's  cooking?  You  might  even 
find  out  that  you  have  classes." 

"I  don't  give  a — "  she  squinted.  "Say, 
you  taking  notes  on  this?  Well.  I  don't 
give  a  damn.  Silly  school's  been  send- 
ing over  those  silly  psychiatrists  for 
four  years.  Here,  give  me  the  damn 
thing.    Where  do  I  sign?    Rub  harder." 

We  rubbed  harder.  "Naw,"  we  re- 
assured her.  "We'i'e  from  the  Purple 
Parrot.  We  just  wanted  to  interview 
some  seniors.   We're  harmless,  we  are." 

"I'll  say  you  are.  I  can't  even  feel 
that  silly  hand  of  yours  rubbing  my 
shoulder." 

We  rubbed  harder.  "All  we  want." 
we  insisted,  beads  of  perspiration 
dropping  from  our  chin  onto  our  be- 
numbed arm,  "is  your  view  on  college 
life.    In  retrospect,  of  course." 

"If  I  hand  any  views,  I  wouldn't  be  in 
college,"   she   snapped.     "Rub   harder." 

We  rubbed  harder. 

GRA   BETTY  STITT 

So  we  elbowed  our  way  past  what 
the  catalogue  describes  as  "sorority  af- 
filates"  at  the  Pi  Phi  house  to  locate 
our  jazzed-up  subject.  We  found  her. 
5-foot-6  of  feminine  lusciousness. 
bending  half-dollars  with  her  hands 
to  the  accompanying  wails  of  an  agent 
of  the  U.S.  mint. 

"I've  been  playing  the  piano  since  I 
was  seven,"  she  said  sweetly  as  we  un- 
tangled our  fingers.  "I  didn't  start  on 
this  kick  music  until  I  was  a  sopho- 
iTiore  at  Northwestern,  thovigh.  Gee. 
I'm  glad  I  came  here."  We  agreed  that 
the  academic  cloisters  have  some  gift 
to    ofifer   everyone. 

In  a  sudden  burst  of  modesty,  the 
20-year-old  jive-hive  blamed  all  her 
talents  on  other  people.  "I'm  never 
satisfied  with  what  I  do."  she  said 
happily. 

She  launched  into  a  tirade  against 
the  brainless  longhair-squares  who 
criticize  the  practice  of  swinging  the 
classics.  "You'd  think  they  owned  the 
numbers."   she  pouted. 

We  went  outside  and  counted  our 
fingers,  '  ^• 
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Founded  at  Northwestern  University  on  May  1, 1936 
7  Active  Chapters 

All  members  of  this  organization  are 
elected  .by  a  necessarily  anonymous  com- 
mittee on  the  basis  of  those  qualities  which 
are  representative  of  the  best  in  Beta 
Sigma. 


Members  Elected  1947 


This  key,  valuable 
not  so  much  jor  its 
intrinmc  worth  as 
for  its  moral  impli- 
cations, is  the  sym- 
bol of  Beta  Sigma 


Fratres  in  universitate: 

HENRY  MARTIN  ALTPETER  JR. 
JAMES  RICHARD  COY 
\^  ARD  VINTON  EVANS  JR. 
ALVIN  WARREN  JOHNSON 
HERSHELL  GORDON  LEWIS 
ROGER  FRANCIS  MORAN 
JAMES  CRAIG  RUDOLPH 
FRANKLYN  NEWTON  SAYLES 
JUDD  ARTHUR  WEINBERG 

Femenina  ex  oficina: 

KATHARINE  MARY  SHERMAN 


Auxilia  femenarnni: 

JANET  LOUISE  CHRISTIE 
BETTY  JO  CLINTON 
RUTH  ANNETTE  KRAUSE 
CORRINE  RAE  LINN 
MARCIA  EVELYN  LUNDE 

F raters  in  facilitate: 

SIMEON  ELLRIDGE  LELAND 
KENNETH  EUGENE  OLSON 

F rater  ex  oficio: 

GEORGE  HENRY  GRUENWALD 
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The  Great  FIASCO 


By  H.  Gordon 

Lewis 


W. 


ELL.  anyway."  Pa  said,  "there  weren't  nothing  to 
equal  that  day.  there  weren't.   Reporters  and  all." 

Nobody  was  listening  to  Pa.  Nobody  ever  did  any  more. 
Every  person  in  the  room  had  heard  the  tale  at  least  a 
hundred  times,  because  the  only  persons  in  the  room  were 
Ma  and  Harry  and  Bess  and  httle  Joey  who  was  too  young 
to  tell  Pa  to  shut  up.  But  Ma  wasn't.  "Shut  up,"  she  told 
Pa.    "Quit  babbling  and  go  get  a  new  barrel  ready  for  to- 
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morrow's  business.  You  better  take  a  few  more  chunks 
out  of  this  one  before  you  try  to  sell  the  pieces." 

"O.  K.,  Ma."  said  Pa  placidly.  He  ambled  off  toward  the 
basement,  and  presently  he  could  be  heard  chopping  up  a 
barrel  with  the  old  axe. 

Ma  fooled  around  with  the  dishes  for  a  while  and  then 
turned  to  Harry,  who  sat  on  the  good  chair  bouncing  Joey 
on  his  knee.  "Son,"  she  said,  "I  been  meaning  to  have  a 
long  talk  with  you.  You  too,  Bess,"  she  added.  "You're 
his  wife  and  you  ought  to  hear  this." 

"Shoot.  Ma."  Harry  invited.  He  reached  over  to  the 
barrel  made  into  an  end-table  and  picked  up  his  pipe. 

"Son."  said  Ma,  "you  and  Bess  here  been  Uving  with  us 
all  the  time,  and  neither  Pa  nor  me  said  nothing  about  it. 
But  you  got  to  face  things.  Your  pa  ain't  going  to  live 
forever.  What  then?  You  know.  Harry,  I  ain't  trying  to 
insult  you.  Lord  knows  I  wouldn't  insult  my  own  son,  but 
you  know  you  can't  do  nothing." 

"But  Ma."  Harry  protested  mildly.  "I'll  take  up  where 
Pa  leaves  off.    If  he  can  sell  pieces  of  barrel,  so  can  I." 

Ma  sighed.  "Now,  we  been  all  through  that.  Harry.  I 
told  you  when  you  quit  school  after  third  grade  and  I 
told  you  when  you  got  married.  Times  ain't  like  they  used 
to  be.  Folks'll  buy  pieces  of  barrel  from  Pa  because  his 
autograph  on  a  piece  of  barrel  that's  supposed  to  have 
gone  over  the  Falls  means  something.  It's  a  real  souvenir. 
Why,  there  ain't  nobody  within  fifty  miles  of  the  Falls 
famous  as  Pa.  Just  last  week  a  couple  come  in  and  bought 
a  chunk  of  barrel  and  when  Pa  signed  it  they  showed  him 
another  piece  their  parents  got  when  they  were  on  then- 
honeymoon.  Shucks,  son,  most  folks  know  the  pieces  they 
get  ain't  from  the  same  barrel  your  pa  was  in  when  he 
went  over  the  Falls,  but  they  don't  care.'' 

■"But  Ma,"  Harry  said.  "If  they'll  buy  'em  from  Pa. 
they'll  buy  "em  from  me.    I'm  his  son." 

"Now.  son."  said  Ma  wearily,  "I  ain't  going  to  tell  you 
again.  It  ain't  no  use  you  trying  to  sell  pieces  of  barrel  on 
your  pa's  name.  Especially  when  there's  a  million  stands 
where  the  same  guy  who  went  over  is  selling  pieces.  You'll 
be  out  of  business  before  you  start." 

"Well.  I  don't  think  so."  Harry  said  testily.  "Anyway. 
I'm  sure  going  to  try  it." 

Down  in  the  basement,  the  steady  thwack  thwack  of  axe 
chopping  barrel  suddenly  stopped. 

A  couple  of  months  later,  Harx'y  had  to  admit  that  Ma 
was  right.  He'd  polished  up  the  sign  and  washed  the  win- 
dows and  even  lowered  the  price,  but  when  people  found 
out  that  Harry  wasn't  the  one  who'd  gone  over  the  Falls  in 
a  barrel  they  just  wouldn't  buy.  Most  of  them  would  go 
down  to  Hardwicke's  stand  down  the  road,  visible  from 
Harry's.  Hardwicke  had  gone  over  just  last  year,  and  he 
was  doing  fine  business. 

Harry  surveyed  his  crumbling  enterprise  and  decided  to 
call  a  council  of  war.  "Folks.  "  he  said,  "I  have  come  to  a 
decision." 

"G-g-g-g-g."  said  Joey. 

"There  is  only  one  way  to  stay  in  business.    I  can't  do 

IlliatratcJ  b\  Art  Stilhunlcr 
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any   other  kind  of  work,   and  otherwise  we  have   to  just 
starve,  I  guess." 

"Glop." 

"So  the  only  thing  for  me  to  do  is  to  go  over  the  Falls 
in  a  barrel." 

"G-g-g-g-g." 

Nobody  argued  with  Harry,  for  two  reasons:  first,  they 
didn't  feel  like  arguing,  and  second,  they  all  knew  he  was 
right.  Ma  wrote  to  the  beer  company  that  had  furnished 
Pa's  barrel  and  asked  them  if  they  wanted  to  make  a 
special  one  for  Harry  in  exchange  for  the  free  advertising. 
Pretty  soon  they  got  a  letter  from  the  beer  company,  and 
a  couple  of  days  afterwards  the  barrel  arrived. 

The  barrel  was  a  beautiful  job,  Harry  had  to 
admit.  It  looked  so  pretty  he  hated  to  use  it. 
They  hadn't  used  regular  barrel-wood,  but  a 
special  hard,  light-colored  wood  that  glistened 
in  the  light.  There  was  a  bucket-seat  and  a 
safety  belt  and  a  little  plex  glass  window  to  see 
through,  with  a  flap  to  close  if  the  window 
broke.  The  lid  was  aluminum  and  there  were 
air-tight  catches  all  around  and  a  special  air- 
supply  system  that  worked  through  a  little  hose. 

Ma  looked  at  the  barrel  and  sighed  her  spe- 
cial sigh.  "Gee,"  she  said.  "I  wish  your  Pa'd 
had  a  barrel  like  that.  If  he'd  had  that,  he 
wouldn't  have  hurt  his  leg  when  he  went  over 
and  the  barrel  did  a  flip-flop." 

Harry  put  ads  in  the  papers  and  arranged  with  the  of- 
ficials for  a  day.  He  spent  about  a  week  studying  charts 
showing  the  best  place  to  go  over.  Finally  everything  was 
ready,  and  the  day  of  the  performance  came. 

Neither  Ma  nor  Bess  said  anything  as  Harry  prepared 
for  his  show.  The  usual  crowd  of  spectators  had  gathered, 
and  a  few  cub  reporters  and  some  photographers  were  on 
hand.  In  front  of  them,  Harry  carefully  went  through  the 
routine  of  testing  his  barrel  for  leaks.  He  rapped  sharply 
on  the  little  window  to  make  sure  it  was  strong  and  tested 
the  hose  to  make  sure  he'd  have  enough  air.  Finally  he 
straightened.    "I'm  ready,"  he  said. 

"G-g-g-g-g."  said  Joey.  He  was  vaguely  angry  at  who- 
ever had  di-agged  him  out  in  the  cold  air  and  awakened 
him  from  his  strainless  sleep. 

"Good  luck,  son,"  said  Ma.  She  was  afraid  Harry  would 
think  she  was  worried,  and  Harry  was  afraid  Ma  would 
see  that  he  knew  she  was  worried. 

"You  won't  have  any  trouble,  Harry,"  said  Bess  with 
just  about  the  falsest  confidence  Harry  had  ever  observed. 
"Just  shut  your  eyes  for  a  couple  of  seconds  and  it'll  be 
over  and  we  can  live  in  comfort  for  the  rest  of  our  lives." 

"Shut  my  eyes,  hell!"  exclaimed  Harry  for  the  reporters' 
benefit.  "I  want  to  see  what's  going  on.  This  is  a  trip 
you  can't  make  every  day."  Confidently  he  clambered  into 
the  barrel.  "Shut  'er  up,"  he  ordered  crisply,  just  a  tinge 
of  gray  showing  on  his  face. 

A  couple  of  the  reporters  helped  shut  the  barrel  up 
tightly.  Harry  rapped  on  the  lid  twice  to  show  that  he  was 
breathing  all  right,  and  the  barrel  was  carefully  loaded 
onto  the  little  boat  that  was  to  carry  it  to  the  launching 
point.  It  took  only  about  two  minutes  for  the  boat  to  reach 
the  charted  spot.  Ma,  signalling  from  shore,  made  certain 
that  the  boat  was  in  the  exact  position  before  giving  the 
release  signal.  She  remembered  how  Frank  Neal  had  been 
dumped  too  soon  ten  years  ago  and  had  smashed  right 
against  the  big  rock  formation  on  the  bottom.    Finally  Ma 


was  satisfied  as  to  the  boat's  position  and  gave  the  release 
signal  by  waving  her  handkerchief. 

The  boathand  carefully  removed  the  wedge  from  under 
the  barrel  and  watched  it  slowly  roll  off  into  the  water, 
assume  a  bobbing,  upright  position,  and  float  in  a  perfect 
course  down  to  the  edge  of  the  falls,  where  it  stood  balanc- 
ing for  a  moment  before  it  dropped  out  of  sight. 

Inside  the  barrel,  Harry  was  riding  in  comparative  com- 
fort. The  barrel  was  upright  as  it  headed  toward  the  big 
drop,  and  he  wasn't  feeling  too  sick.  He  was  glad  he  hadn't 
eaten  anything  that  morning. 

He  looked  at  the  new  shockproof  wrist  watch  that  a  local 
jeweler  had  furnished  in  exchange  for  a  promise  of  future 
testimonials.   He  watched  the  second-hand.   Be- 
fore it  comes  around  again,  he  thought,  it'll  all 
be  over. 

He  began  to  plot  his  future.  It'll  be  easy,  he 
told  himself.  It'll  be  just  like  it  was  with  Pa. 
I  can  sell  pieces  of  barrel  until — 

He  felt  the  barrel  quiver.  A  second  later  his 
stomach  felt  hollow  as  though  he  were  in  a  fast- 
dropping  elevator. 

until,  thought  Harry,  until  what?    Until 

Joey  has  to 

The  barrel  hit  the  bottom  of  the  falls,  and 
Harry  blacked  out  from  the  shock. 

When  he  came  to,  a  waiting  boat  already  had 
the  barrel  in  tow  and  was  heading  for  the  shore. 
He  felt  above  him  and  found  the  automatic  release  that 
opened  the  lid.  He  pushed  it,  undid  his  safety-belt,  and 
shoved  his  head  out  of  the  top.  A  weak  cheer  arose  from 
the  people  on  shore.  He  saw  a  couple  of  frantic  figures 
emerging  from  the  elevator-shaft  at  the  bottom  of  the  falls. 
Ma  and  Bess  with  Joey,  he  thought. 

By  the  time  the  boat  reached  land,  a  crowd  had  gathered 
to  meet  Harry.  His  knees  wobbled  for  a  moment  as  he 
climbed  out  of  the  barrel,  but  he  made  it  all  right  and 
stood  there  as  Ma  and  Bess  hugged  him  and  flash-bulbs 
popped  while  the  cub-reporters  asked  a  million  questions. 
Harry  watched  the  boat-hand  pulling  the  precious  barrel 
ashore.  When  he  had  it  standing  upright  on  the  land. 
Harry  walked  over  to  the  boat  and  pulled  out  the  spare- 
gasoline  can.    He  took  the  cap  off  the  can. 

"Harry,  what  you  doing?"  Ma  asked  in  almost  a  scream. 
"Nothing,  Ma,"  said  Harry.  "I  just  thought  of  some- 
thing." Grimly  he  poured  the  gasoline  over  the  barrel  and 
dumped  the  last  of  it  inside.  Then  he  took  some  matches 
from  the  waterproof  container  he'd  had  in  his  pocket,  lit 
one,  and  thi-ew  it  in  the  barrel. 

The  heat  of  the  flames  made  Harry  step  back  a  few  feet. 
"Hell."  He  said  suddenly,  watching  one  of  the  charred 
staves  cave  in.    "I  forgot.   I  meant  to  save  the  seat." 

\ 
High  school  students  who  whistle  after,  call  to,  or  make 
remarks  about  passing  girls  show  they  lack  manners  and 
poise.    If  they  know  the  girls,  the  boys  should  say  "Hello": 
otherwise   they   should   inake  no   comments. 

— Chicago  Tribune 

No  Comment 

\ 
F'irst  wedding  of  the  New  Year  was  that  of  Miss  Esther 
Sammons,  22,  of  61  W.  Ohio  st.,  and  Jerome  Goldman,  24, 
of  1545  S.  Central  Park  av..  and  achieving  the  feat  nearly 
gave  the  grom  a  flock  of  gray  hairs. — The  Chicago  Sun 
As  well  as  the  typesetter. 
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TALE-FEATHERS 

Parroteer  Bill  Cumming  has  culled  the  best  and  cleanest  gags  from  our  file  of 
the  nation's  top  collegiate  humor  magazines.  Recurrent  boast  of  most:  We  point 
with  pride  at  the  purity  of  the  white  space  between  our  jokes.  If  you'd  like  to 
know  how  low  they  can  get  at  non-coeducational  schools,  drop  around  the  office 
sometime  and  leaf  through  our  exchanges. 


Fiji  Alum:  "Daughter,  that  fellow 
who  walks  with  you  through  the  park 
doesn't    look    very    polished." 

Pi  Phi:  "Well,  I'll  admit  he's  a  bit 
rough   around   the   hedges.'' 

— Aggievator 
\' 
Soph:    "'What  did  you  say  this  morn- 
ing professor?" 
Prof:     "Nothing." 

Soph:  "Of  course,  but  how  did  you 
e.xpress   it?  " 

— Jack  O  Lantern 
\ 
D.G.:      "My,    what    slim,    expressive 
hands    you    have.     They    belong    on    a 
girl." 

Phi  Kap:     "You  win.  baby." 

— Yale  Record 
V 
Stude:     "How  do  you  detect  an  ele- 
phant?" 

Herskovits:  "By  the  faint  odor  of 
peanuts   on  its   breath." 

— The    Log 
V 

Commerce  Student:  "Let's  take  a 
walk  in  the  garden." 

L.A.  Coed:  "I  can  only  spare  a  min- 
ute." 

Commerce  Student:  "That's  okay. 
I'm  an  efficiency  expert." 

— Archive 
V 
Alpha  Phi:     "Am  I  the  first  girl  you 
ever  kissed?" 

Beta:  "Now  that  you  mention  it.  you 
'  do  look  familiar." 

— Chaparall 
V 

Barb:  "And  if  I  refuse  you.  will  you 
commit  suicide?" 

Grad:  "That  has  been  my  usual 
custom." 

— Sundial 
\' 

She  Passenger:  "For  goodness  sake, 
use  both  hands!" 

He  driver:  "I  can't.  I  have  to  steer 
with  one." 

— Shoiome 


Alpha  Delt:     "What  would  you  do  if 
I  kissed  you?" 

Chi  O:     "I'd  yell." 

Silence.     A    kiss.     More    silence. 

Alpha  Delt:     "Well?" 

Chi    O:     "I'm   still   hoarse   from   last 

night." 

— Kitty   Kat 

V 

Beneath  this  stone  lies 

Murphy 
They  bui-ied  him  today: 
He  lived  the  life  of 

Riley— 
While  Riley  was  away. 

— Plainsman 
V 

Coed:     "I  had  a  date  with  an  absent 
minded    professor    last    night." 

Another.     How    do    you    know    he's 
absent  minded?" 

Coed:  "He  gave  me  a  zero  this  morn- 
ing." 

— Kitty    Kat 


A  student  wandered  into  a  tennis 
tournament  one  day  last  season  and  sat 
in  the  stands.  After  a  few  minutes  of 
interested  watching  he  said:  Whose 
game?" 

A  shy  young  thing  sitting  behind  him 
spoke   up   hopefully:    "I   am." 

— Penn  State  Engineer 


V 


Psychology  Prof:  "What  binds  us  to- 
gether, sustains  us,  shapes  our  ends, 
and  makes  us  better  than  nature  in- 
tended?" 

Kappa:    "Girdles." 

—Ibid 
V 

There   was   once   a   bard   named    Mac- 
Lean 

Who  thought  that  all  poems  should  be 
clean. 

When  asked   why   it   was. 

He  replied:     "It's  becuz 

They   are   made   to   be   heard,   not   ob- 
scene, " 

■ — Cheers 


Page     10 


PLRPLE    PARROT 


Vision  of  a  modern  girl:  her  lips  are 
kissproof,  her  skin  waterproof,  and  her 
breath — 86  proof. 

—Kitty    Kat 
V 
Engineer:    "If  I  start  at  a  given  point 
on  a  given  figure  and  travel  the  entire 
distance  around  it,  what  will  I  get?" 
Cosd.    "Slapped,  sir!" 

— Cornell  Widow 
V 
"Do   you   like   Kip- 

'I    don't    know, 


English  Major: 
ling?" 

Coed: 
kippled.' 


I've    never 
— Zephyr 


V 


Frosh:    "Do  you  believe  in  Buddha?" 
Soph:     "Of  course,  but  I  think  oleo- 
margarine is  just  as   good." 

— Caveman 
V 
North  Quadder:     "Do  you  believe  in 
free  love?" 

South  Quadder:   "Well,  I  haven't  sent 
you  a  bill,  have  I?" 

— Rammer  Jammer 
V 
Affiliated:      "Dammit!" 
Housemother:     "My   word!" 
Affiliated:    "Pardon  me,  I  didn't  real- 
ize I  was  plagiarizing." 

— Pelican 
\ 
He:        "Darling,      I'm      groping      for 
words." 

She: "    "Well,    you    won't    find    them 
there."  — Banter. 

\ 
A  male  penguin  from  the  North  Pole 
met  a  female  penguin  from  the  South 
Pole  at  the  equator.  They  fell  in  love. 
After  dallying  in  each  other's  vicinity 
for  some  time,  they  each  returned  to 
their  respective  homes.  Several  months 
later,  the  female  penguin  wrote  the 
male  penguin  a  letter.  She  said:  "I'm 
with  Byrd."  — Oswald 

V 
Did    you    ever    stop    to    think    what 
would    happen    if    evei-yone    who    was 
supposed  to  go  to  the  library — went  to 
the  library? 

— Green  Gander 
\' 
"Why    do   you   say    beer   is   like    the 
Sun?" 

"Because    it   rises    in    the   yeast   and 
sets  in  the  vest." 

— Longhorn 
Father:   Say,  it's  two  o'clock.   Do  you 
think  you  can  stay  all  night?" 

Suitor:    I'll  have  to  telephone  home 
first. 

— Lampoon 


GRADUATING? 

Going  to  be  married?  Hoping  to  be  married? 

PLAN  FOR  GRACIOUS  LIVING  NOW  WITH 

STERLING  SILVER  FLATWARE 

With  meticulous  care  you'll  select  your  silver,  knowing  you're  choosing  an  heirloom.  Here 
at  TATMAN  you  choose  by  comparison  from  the  loveliest  patterns  of  America's  foremost 
silversmiths.  The  perfect  graduation  gift  is  a  place-setting  in  your  pattern  I  they  average 
about  $23  including  the  Federal  Tax)  ...  or  give  a  single  piece  ...  a  spoon  or  a  salad 
fork.    Silver  is  a  gift  of  lasting  remembrance  and  beauty. 


707 

Church  St 
Evanston 


TATMAN 

'"'^Famous  for  Silver^' 


CRE.  2450 

Mai/  and 

Phone  Orders 

Filled 
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Photo  by  Paul  Malloru 

Jim  Troy,  Chi  Psi,  and  Barb  McNeff,  AOPi,  making  beautiful  music 
at  the  piano  while  John  Hurley,  also  Chi  Psi,  and   Fran   Hardwick, 
AOPi,  stand  by  to  turn  the  pages. 

Everyone  for  a  really  smooth  evening  goes  to  the  "Little  Club" 

Steak     —     CliBckcn     —     Hainltiirgers 

Oasis  ♦  ♦  4  Little  Club 

4400  Simpson                                     Skokir  J<»5S 
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'T  HAPPENS  every  year,  they  say, 
and  is  known  only  to  seniors.  It's  the 
fesling  of  sadness  combined  with  nos- 
talgia. It's  the  empty  sensation  we  get 
when  someone  asks:  "What  are  you 
going  to  do  when  you  graduate?"  It's 
the  feeling  that  we  get  when  we  figure 
we  have  only  6-5-4-3-weeks  .  .  .  not 
left  in  the  quarter,  but  left  until  we 
graduate.  It's  the  feeling  that  we  get, 
after  being  here  four  years,  of  really 
belonging  ...  of  knowing  there  are 
people  who  care  what  happens  to  you. 
and  of  caring  very  much  about  what 
happens  to  those  around  us. 

Perhaps  we  have  forgotten  certain 
dates  and  names  and  formulae,  but  we 
will  never  forget  what  it  means  to  find 
that  we  are  slowly  emerging  as  ef- 
fective human  beings.  .  .  .  who  know- 
that  education  does  not  stop  with 
graduation. 

We,  the  seniors,  came  to  Northwest- 
ern in  the  midst  of  war.  Many  of  us 
registered  in  the  fall  of  1943,  others 
in  '39  and  '40.  The  17-year-olds,  the 
V-12's,  and  the  deferred  were  the  men 
on  campus  then.  The  girls  were  al- 
ready taking  over,  and  N.U.  coeds  had 
their  first  opportunity  to  prove  them- 
selves in  activities  "while  the  men 
were  away."  Women  were  editors  of 
the  publications  .  .  .  presidents  of  the 
councils  .  .  .  heads  of  committees. 

But  we  welcomed  the  return  of  the 
men.  We  marveled  at  the  Rock  be- 
tween classes,  for  we  had  never  seen 
it  so  crowded  (except  in  the  pictures 
in  \hi  pre-war  Syllabus').  We  didn't 
mind  the  S.R.O.  crowds  Out  West. 
Glenview,  Great  Lakes.  Tower,  and 
Abbott  men  were  people  we  met  long 
ago    at   open    houses.     Serenades    were 


most  exciting,  for  the  only  serenades 
we  had  known  were  slightly  one-sided 
...  80  girls  and  10  men. 

Fabulous  Navy  Balls  (compared  to 
those  in  Patten)  .  .  .  and  grandiose 
Triads  and  Jeff  Duo's  brought  back 
memories  to  those  who  were  here  "be- 
fore" and  made  long-heard  of  dreams 
come  true  to  those  of  us  who  came  in 
'43.  Homecoming,  complete  with  the 
bonfire  in  Long  field,  the  garrish  mid- 
way of  house  decorations  and  colorful 
floats,  the  Belt  pajama  race,  and  the 
Men's  Sing  were  things  we  talked 
about  when  ^we  were  freshmen  and 
hung  on  every  word  the  seniors  told  us 
about  what  they  used  to  do.  We 
stared  in  awe  at  pre-war  campus 
"wheels"  .  .  .  and  marveled  at  their 
efficiency,  ideas  and  capacity  to  take  up 
where  they  left  off. 

At  first,  post-war  Northwestern  was 
caught  in  the  whirl  of  the  desire  to 
"get  back  to  the  old  times."  No  one 
talked  of  anything  more  serious  than 
"a  big  time"  and  much  "party-party," 
and  singing  old  and  learning  new  fra- 
ternity songs  was  the  chief  occupation 
in  the  student  pubs.  Girls  took  fra- 
ternity pins,  and  kept  the  campus  gos- 
sip columns  buzzing  and  confused. 
Silver  wings  and  anchors  were  replaced 
with  jeweled  badges,  and  ROTC  uni- 
forms were  seen  only  twice  a  week. 

During  the  war,  campus  elections 
held  little  interest  for  us,  and  our 
school    leaders    were    people    no    one 


cessfully  during  the  war,  were  con- 
tinued, and  it  was  gratifying  to  see  the 
number  of  students  attending  the  ses- 
sions and  taking  part  in  discussions. 

Two  hundi-ed  of  us  worked  toward 
the  creation  of  a  marriage  course  as 
part  of  the  Northwestern  curriculum. 
As  one  student  said:  "We  need  a  mar- 
riage course  as  a  vital  part  of  our  edu- 
cation. Too  many  rush  into  marriage 
without  considering  the  many  problems 
involved  and  divorces  are  considered 
trivial." 

We  worked  for  student  morale  with 
the  faculty  and  administration  on  such 
campus  problems  as  cheating,  the  ad- 
visory system,  Negro  housing  and 
grading. 

For  two  years  we  enjoyed  a  rather 
amateurish  musical  which  made  our 
faces  rather  red  when  we  saw  our  first 
Waa-Mu  show.  We  had  heard  about 
the  Dolphin  Show,  but,  thought  it,  too. 
was  something  we  would  never  see  .  .  . 
and  again,  it  was  a  very  big  part  of  our 
senior   year. 

This  last  year  we  have  seen  how 
twenty  organizations  can  have  parties 
on  one  night,  and  still  the  Varsity 
is  packed  and  the  quonset  huts  and 
dorms  lighted.  We  have  seen  how  mar- 
ried veterans,  their  wives  and  children 
struggle  miraculously  along  .  .  .  the 
increasing  number  of  marriages  here 
on  campus  since  the  war  .  .  .  and  the 
number  of  divorces  among  our  own 
friends. 


AS  STUDENT  BIG  DEALER  RUTH  KRAUSE  PREPARES  TO 
GRADUATE,  BEGIN  CAREERING,  SHE  TAKES  A  LAST,  LONG 
NOSTALGIC  LOOK  BACK  OVER  FOUR  CONTRASTING 
YEARS  AT  NORTHWESTERN.   .  .  . 


knew.  We  heard  about  how  elections 
were  carried  on  before.  We  decided 
we  wanted  a  change  in  the  system,  and 
so,  students  filled  Cahn  last  spring  to 
hear  of  the  proposed  procedure. 

We  organized  a  campus  UN  Con- 
ference, in  the  attempt  to  know  more 
about  the  set-up  and  organization  of 
the  newly  formed  UN.  We  had  an 
amusing  time  dressing  up  in  the  cos- 
tumes of  the  country  we  represented, 
and  marching  in  the  parade.  We  at- 
tended meetings,  listened  to  State  de- 
partment officials,  and  Senators.  The 
Religious     Conferences,     started     suc- 


We  have  felt  the  tremendous  pres- 
sure that  college  brings  .  .  .  social  and 
scholastic  .  .  .  and  the  problem  which 
the  freshmen,  as  well  as  the  seniors, 
have  of  knowing  what  things  to  put 
first.  We  have  come  through  the  na- 
tional squabble  over  sororities  and  fra- 
ternities, and  we  know  that  we  can  no 
longer  be  smug  and  small,  but  that  we 
must  prove  ourselves  through  develop- 
ment of  the  individuals  in  our  groups, 
and  not  through  mass  movements  of 
vying  for  titles,  cups,  editorships  for 
the  sake  of  the  house  and  not  caring  on 
whom  we  trample. 
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"Some  pickup,  eh?" 
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1947  WAA-MU  SHOW  and  another  hit  for  Joe  Miller.  Peggy 
3o  Varnadow,  Charlotte  Lubotsky,  Eleanor  Frazier  and  Joan 
Forsythe  play  it  prim  for  the  May  Queen  activities. 
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Dick  Rector  and  skyscrapers  share 
stellar  billing  for  this  epcrqclii  bit 
of  athletic  terpsichory. 
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A  co-ed's  life  is  full  of  temptafions  —  among  other  things.    Gl<» 
«    .Viillwarbles  a  little  ballad  about  it  all. 


Pris  Armstrong,  making  sure  that  virtue  will  triumph,  keeps  War- 
ren Richardson  on  the  other  side  of  the  fence.    Smart  girl! 
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The  Girls'  Sextet  —  Marilyn  Busch,  Lou  Hunter,  Betty  Spring,  Priscilla 
Armstrong,  Barbara  Ansorg  and  Bette  Englebert  excite  the  boys  in  the 
elevator  —  Dick  Crowley,  Ed  Jones,  Todd  Egger,  Don  Bante  and  War- 
ren Richardson. 
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GARGLING  GIRL  is  Pat  Estabrook,  who's  engaged  fo  Dave  McAlvey, 
which  gives  her  a  right  to  sit  around  on  his  lap  like  that.  Peterson — cousins 
Bert  and  Wally  cavort  in  background. 
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BON  VIVANT  Frank  Sayles  holds  assemblage  spellbound  by  his  wit  after 
Phi  Mu  Delt  formal.  Speechless,  left  to  right  around  table  from  Frank: 
Anita  Ventura,  Allene  Zillman,  Herb  Snyder,  Cintra  McLewain. 


THAT'S  A  DOLL  in  the  arms  of  Jo  Seabury,  really  it  is,  and  her  chum  wi 
the  filly  is  A.  J.  Rushing.  The  boys  are  from  Roycemore's  pre-kindergarti 
class.  Rates  upon  request.  The  initials  on  those  blocks  are  Greek  symbc 
standing  for  Faith,   Hope  and  Charity. 


OGGLING  SATYR  at  ngM  is  Chuck  Davidson.  Rest  of  entourage  is  staffed 
by  Betas  and  Betardates.  The  beer  glasses  on  the  table  are  merely  props, 
borrowed  from  a  thirsty  Phi  PsI. 


EMPTY  GLASSES  aHest  to  fact  that  these  guys  can't  afford  to  keep  their 
drags  well-stoked.  We  are  withholding  their  names  by  request.  Send 
stamped,  self-addressed  envelope  for  testimonials. 


HAPPY.  HAPPY.  HAPPY  is  this  octet.  Most  of  the  men  seem  more  conscious 
of  the  camera  than  of  their  coke-drinking  dates.  Note  the  nice  neat  table; 
they  must  have  just  arrived.  ^->'-^«      "^ 
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Cute  and  Clean 


One's  a  Queen 


Satira 
Zebra  Tan  Alpha 


Lotta  Hemphair 
Goodrich 


Shuffle  Crowns  Charmer 


Tonight,  as  on  this  day  in 
years  to  come  and  in  years  gone 
by,  the  heart  of  some  lucky 
Nortwestern  co-ed  will  be 
thrilled  by  the  fact  that  she  has 
been  chosen  Queen  of  the  annual 
Shove-and  Scuffle  Shuffle.  Spon- 
sored each  year  by  the  members 
of  Nu  Upsilon  Sigma  Alpha, 
this  year's  fiasco  will  be  held  in 
the  grand  ballroom  of  the  Hairy 
Arms  Hotel  where  rejoicing 
couples  will  dance  to  the  music 
of  Spitvalve  Slipstick  and  his 
Seven  Greasy  Groaners.  Festi- 
vities will  start  promptly  at 
11:3-  p.m.  and  the  seven  judges, 
comprised  of  the  executive  coun- 
cil of  Nu  Epsilon  Sigma  Alpha 
will  review  the  contestants  and 
try  to  make  the  final  decision 
look  legitimate. 

A  thrill  such  as  comes  to  the 
winner  of  these  "contests"  comes 
to  a  girl  only  once  in  a  lifetime, 
unless  one  wants  to  get  evil 
about  this  whole  thing.  In  the 
words  of  last  year's  winner, 
Miss  M.  L.  Dragonsuck,  upon 
being  told  that  she  had  won, 
"I'm  not  long  for  this  world," 
which  was  very  true,  for  three 
days  later,  she  pledged  Kappa^ 
Alpha  Theta,  better  known  to' 
campus  party  lovers  as  the  KAT 
house. 

Upon  the  queen-elect  will  be 
bestowed  many  honors  and  gifts 


contributed  by  merchants  in  the 
Chicago  area.  A  crown,  donated 
by  that  nationally  known  cure- 
all,  "Shake-It-and-Take-It"  will 
adorn  her  lovely  head,  and  she 
will  carry  a  lei  of  flowers  do- 
nated by  the  Wilson  street  "L" 
station.  National  Sanitation, 
Inc.  has  also  thrown  in  a  case 
of  their  product. 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

As  this  edition  of  your  DILLY 
goes  to  press,  betting  is  heavy 
in  favor  of  Miss  Charming 
Chamberpot,  the  contestant 
sponsored  by  Nu  Upsilon  Sigma 
Alpha,  possibly  because  no  other 
Greek  has  ever  won  the  contest. 
In  1906,  however,  a  Mongolian 
idiot  from  Rupture  Junction, 
Gloccamora  placed  second  and 
promptly  went  Gamma  Phi  and 
insane  simultaneously. 

Co-chairmen  of  the  dance  said 
they  expected  attendance  of  the 
brawl  to  reach  1,400  although  it 
is  doubted  if  more  than  75  will 
ever  get  down  to  the  dance  floor 
in  one  piece.  Tickets  are  still  on 
sale  at  the  Activities  oflice  at 
$57.50  per  couple,  which  in- 
cludes federal,  state,  and  Uni- 
versity tax,  plus  a  ten  percent 
contribution  to  pay  off  the  hon- 
est souls  who  recently  helped  to 
keep  Skokie  "wet". 


Promsq  Ozpg 

It  was  announced  late  tomor- 
row afternoon  that  the  DILLY 
now  has  77  new  copyreaders  to 
get  rid  of  all  the  typographical 
errors  in  the  paper  in  the  paper 
in  the  paper.  In  addition  snrdlu, 
it  is  believed  %&")#'%)  :ae?%* 
({)  (('&%#&"*%ae  the  robbers 
escaped  with  a  can  of  Lysol  and 
three  half-drained  quarts  of 
Lydia  Pinkham. 

The  final  score  was  14  to  0. 


Kootch  Talk 
Rained  Out 

Harcourt  Pilsen's  lecture 
"Kootch  Dancing  As  a  Profes- 
sion," scheduled  for  Cahn  audi- 
torium at  4  p.m.  today,  has  been 
postponed  indefinitely.  Mr.  Pil- 
sen  is  director  of  Northwestern's 
placement  bureau.  He  was  for- 
merly a  kootch  dancer  with 
Barnsmell  Bros.  Circus. 


Audrey  Nonose 
Scott  Telephone  Booth 


Fran  Manmaker 

N.  U.  S.  S.  R. 


That  Stinking 
Parrot  Is 
Out  Again 


by  AL  SMUK 

Well,  thank  heaven!  We  won't 
have  to  brush  up  on  our  Thesau- 
rus for  another  review  of  the 
H.  Gordon  page  proofs  until 
September,  1947. 

The  May  issue  is  more  dig- 
glean  than  ever! 

As  we  read  like  hell  to  enjoy 
the  bird  gratis,  we  slowly  realize 
that  much  of  the  contents  has 
been  casually  sloughed  off.  The 
PARROT  is  at  once  horrendus 
and  no  good. 

The  DAILY  parody  is  just 
fair,  but  has  typographical  er- 
rors. 

We  pass  on. 

From  page  5  we  pass  on  again, 
subconsciously  promising  our- 
selves that  we  will  come  back 
again,  when  no  one  is  looking, 
to  enjoy  ourselves. 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

On  page  38  we  find  She  Went 
Against  the  Grain,  by  Bill  Cum- 
mings.  On  first  look  it  appears 
to  be  good,  but  we  find,  by  read- 
ing backwards  from  the  end  of 
paragraph  16:  "You  fooling 
only  was  I  table  the  off  get, 
Mable."  Cummings  has  de- 
stroyed the  parallelism  and  ono- 
matopoeia (e.g.,  swish,  bang, 
slough)  of  the  entire  issue. 

We  are  not  prepared  for  the 
poetic  justice  in  the  dramatic 
conclusion,  "there  she  stood  with 
a  big  splinter  sticking  out  of  it." 
It  is  not  a  logical  consequence 
of  the  foreshadowing  in  the 
"Man  and  Woman  of  the  Year" 
contest  on  page  8.  And  we  per- 
sonally know  that  Cummings 
was  not  trying  to  write  a  mood 
piece. 


Daily  Scribe 
Balked  in 
BVD  Probe 

Vapid  Neckbuster,  president 
of  the  Intermarried  council,  is 
an  old  meany!  Yes,  he  is!  We 
wanted  awfully  to  cover  the 
URP  meeting  yesterday  for  our 
readers,  but  32  DILLY  reporters 
were  turned  away  from  the  door 
to  the  women's  room.  Vapid 
claims  there  was  only  a  plumber 
in  there,  anyway. 

"Secret  meetings  are  threats 
to  the  Northwestern  way  of 
life,"  Dr.  Paul  Arthur  Splllt 
said  today,  in  an  exclusive 
DILLY  interview.  Neckbuster 
declined  to  comment. 

A  well-informed  reliable 
source  did,  however,  shed  some 
light  on  the  URP  confab  (love 
that  word!).  "The  URP  met  to 
set  up  a  definitive  list  of  quali- 
fications for  flushing  chairmen," 
the  well-informed  reliable  source 
said.  In  the  future,  all  entering 
freshmen  will  be  screened  to  de- 
termine eligibility  for  flushing. 
Only  those  who  can  show  proof 
of  possessing  the  following  will 
be  extended  flushing  dates : 

1.  SQUIRE  magazine's 
guide  to  tying  a  Windsor 
knot. 

2.  14  grey  flannel  suits. 

3.  Nice,  even  teeth. 

4.  A  bottle  of  Air-Wick. 

5.  A  cream-colored  cor- 
duroy sport  coat. 

6.  Noxima. 

7.  A    nickname,    prefer- 
a  b  1  y    "D  u  k  e,"  "A  c  e," 

"Swede,"  "Flash,"  "H.  Gor- 
don." 
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-by  Peachy  Clinton- 


You  folks  better  look  out,  because  I 
have  a  lot  to  say  today.  Even  more 
than  yesterday,  and  you  know  how 
much  I  wrote  then. 

First  of  all,  why  do  college  students 
have  to  act  collegiate?  Just  because 
you're  in  college  is  no  reason  to  act 
like  you're  in  college.  I  mean,  gee  whiz, 
kids,  it  makes  us  look  just  avrful.  Es- 
pecially me.  You  may  not  know  it,  but 
the  Dean  gives  me  such  dirty  looks 
every  time  we  libel  somebody.  Why, 
it  gets  so  I  never  even  eat  my  breakfast 
until  8  a.m.  Isn't  that  just  terrible? 

A  lot  of  you  kids  have  been  com- 
plaining that  the  DILLY  is  a  lousy 
newspaper.  Well,  if  you  think  we're 
bad,  you  ought  to  see  the  Blapville 
Grammar  School  Gazette.  We're  twice 
as  good  as  they  are.  But  they  can  really 
write,  I  admit. 

I  think  we  ought  to  do  something 
about  housing.  Just  yesterday  I  heard 
two  kids  talking  in  the  grill,  and  one 
of  them  said,  "I  think  we  ought  to  do 
something  about  housing."  At  least  I 
think  it  was  housing.  It  might  have 
been  minus  grades.  After  all,  I  can't 
get  everything  right,  can  I  ?  I  only  had 
one  quarter  of  reporting.  I  got  an  A, 
too. 

Anyway,  I  think  something  ought  to 
be  done.  I  think  that's  just  awful. 


SidsJkhDW 


Sluqqijnq  9t  OiJd . . , 


BY  ART  GIGGLE 


Dear  Editor: 

Laugh  at  me  if  you  wish,  but  I  think  a 
lot  of  people  ought  to  be  told  off.  (You 
probably  won't  print  this.)  I'm  thinking  of 
all  those  sophomoric  people  that  think  we've 
got  to  change  everything  and  are  naive 
enough  to  believe  it  can  be  done.  All  this 
agitating  will  lead  to  no  good.  We  ought 
to  realize  that  we've  got  one  of  the  best  darn 
schools  in  Chicagoland,  in  the  great  middle- 
west.  Rugged  Americanism  has  no  room  for 
crack-pot  foreign  ideas.  I  know  this  sounds 
narrow  to  a  lot  of  well-meaning  but  mis- 
guided (by  a  rather  pink-tea  faculty)  young 
people.  But  it  needs  saying,  and  I'll  die  fight- 
ing for  my  constitutional  right  to   say  it. 

Name  Withheld  by  Request  of  the  Univer- 
sity. 


It's  almost  summer  again.  The  boys' 
clubs  are  whipping  it  up.  You  know 
the  picture  —  pipes  hanging  out  of 
BMOC's  mouths,  the  inevitable  bridge 
games,  the  rah-rahing  of  insipid  col- 
lege songs  around  the  piano,  the  TRIB- 
UNE being  read  like  mad  and  the  SUN 
outside  getting  wet  and  lonely  in  the 
rain.    I  belong  to  a  boys'  Club. 

And  her  tears  flowed  like  wine,  and 
her  te-ara  flowed  like  wine,  she's  a  re-al 
sad  tomato,  she's  a  busted  valentine. 

It's  funny  down  south  in  the  quads, 
too.  Lonely  hearts  waiting  for  a  phone 
to  ring.  The  phone  won't  ring.  There's 
bridge  to  be  played.  The  girls,  from 
lowest  pledge  to  superiorest  superior 
working  hard  on  open  house  decora- 
tions and  good  sandwiches.  But  the 
open  house  will  be  empty  and  the  sand- 
wiches will  rot  waiting  for  hungry  men. 
There's  pipes  to  be  smoked  and  Tribs 
to  be  read.   I  belong  to  a  boys'  clubs. 

A  fellow  will  stceet  talk,  and  give 
you  the  glad  eye.  But  when  the  sweet 
talkin's  done — a  man  is  a  two-faced, 
a  worrisome  thing,  who'll  leave  you  to 
sing  the  blues — . 

The  Red  Cross  needs  money — yeah, 
that's  what  I  said.  Red  Cross,  money. 
Religious  fellowship  needs  fellowship. 
World  Republic  needs  supporters.  But 
the  boys  are  whipping  it  up  and  the 
SUN  is  getting  a  little  wetter — a  little 
lonelier.    I  belong  to  a  boys'  club. 

My  country  'tis  of  thee,  sweet  land 
of  liberty,  of  thee  I  sing. 

It's  almost  summer  again.  But  it 
;eems  kinda  dark  inside  those  "houses". 
That's  right,  with  Little  Orphan  Annie, 
college  songs  and  all,  it  seems  kinda 
dark  in  there.  The  rain  keeps  driving 
outside  (not  in  a  bright  convertible, 
either)  and  the  SUN  keeps  shrinking 
and  getting  so  gawddam  lonely.  I  be- 
long to  a  boys'  club.  It  may  be  dark 
in  there,  but  it's  dry.  And  as  for  being 
lonely — this  is  the  friendliest  house  on 
campus. 

Let  them  eat  cake. 

Dear  Editor: 

Are  you  a  prig?  Why  haven't  you  sent  a 
photographer  over  to  that  new  art  class  with 
in-the-flesh  models?  The  students  want  to 
know  what's  going  on  in  all  the  arts,  for  in- 
tellectual reasons.  So  please,  some  dirty  pic- 
tures for  a  change. 

Genuinely,  , 

Frank  Candide 


Three  B's  Doomed? 

Working  on  a  new  process  just  developed 
by  Jimmy  Durante,  (L.A.  '02)  Tech,  Com- 
merce, and  Journalism  schools  will  combine 
efforts  this  afternoon  to  create  a  complete 
symphony  in  a  little  over  fifteen  minutes. 

The  Technological  Institute  has  created 
an  over-sized  bee-bee  gun,  a  modification  of 
a  machine  to  make  puffed  wheat,  which  will 
fire  simultaneously  23,437  bee-bees  at  a  sheet 
of  music  manuscript  paper  the  size  of  Cawn 
Auditorium.  Then  draftsmen  at  Tech  will 
put  flags  on  the  holes  thus  formed  to  repre- 
sent notes. 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

While  the  huge  work  is  being  rushed  to 
Wayerfeather  Hall  in  a  vacuum  tube,  mar- 
keting professors  will  be  putting  finishing 
touches  on  the  plan  to  mass  produce  and 
market  the  product  from  the  Theta  Zie  house 
to  Howard  street. 

At  Wayerfeather,  Floyd  Harpoon  and 
Dean  Kenneth  Jolson  will  direct  photogi-aphy 
majors  in  the  huge  task  of  reducing  the 
oversized  work  to  portable  dimensions. 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

At  music  school,  Dan  Feathermore  Quincy 
Dubinsky,  packing  his  things,  said  that  the 
thi'ee  B's,  Bach,  Beethoven,  and  Brahms  will 
never  be  replaced  by  the  23,437  bee-bees. 


MEN 

Be  Double  Smooth 

Smoke 

Two  Brands 

At  Once 


The 
Double-Barrel 
Meerschaum 
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Schlep  Chagrined 
At  Trend 

Professor  Herman  Schlep,  one 
of  NU's  outstanding  modern 
philosophers  and  former  head  of 
Syracuse  university  freshman 
seating  arrangements,  stated 
yesterday  in  an  informal  but 
exclusive  interview  that  he  is  . .  . 
"duly  alarmed  at  the  modern 
American  trend  to  overestimate 
the  value  of  the  American  dol- 
lar." 

Speaking  from  his  plush  out- 
door summer  residence  in  Grant 
Park  (111.),  Schlep  stated,  "We 
are  increasingly  coming  to  con- 
sider money  as  a  chief  objective 
in  a  normal,  happy  existence. 
Most  of  us  have  apparently  for- 
gotten the  immortal  words  of 
Zeno,  Callicles,  and  Pluto." 

Beer   Shortage   Critical 

When  asked,  "Are  your  views 
in  accord  with  Zeno,  Callicles, 
and  Pluto?"  Schlep  replied  that 
their  immortal  words  had  mo- 
mentarily slipped  his  mind. 

After  a  brief  speech  in  which 
he  emphasized  the  degradation 
of  adolescent  ethics  and  the  un- 
warranted number  of  free  park- 
ing zones,  Dr.  Schlep  held  an  en- 
lightening question  period. 

"Smoke,  if  you  have  'em,"  he 
stated  magnanimously.  The 
DILLY  reporter  politely  offered 
a  cigarette  to  him. 

"Red-tip?"  Schlep  queried, 
eyeing  the  unfamiliar  package. 
He  took  three  and  continued,  "It 
is  the  activity  of  one's  intellect 
that  constitutes  the  complete 
human  realization  of  happiness, 
provided,  natch,  that  it  be  grant- 
ed a  complete  span  of  life." 

"Why  must  the  span  be  com- 
plete?" he  was  asked. 

"Page  seventy-seven,"  Schlep 
returned,  "near  the  bottom." 

Beer   Shortage   Critical 

He  was  then  questioned,  "How 
can  intellect  alone  supply  the 
mundane  needs  of  the  average 
being,  assuming  as  you  stated 
that  intellect  constitutes  the 
complete  realization  of  happi- 
ness?" 
(CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  06> 


Boom  Plucks  Bird 

May  20,  12:10  p.m.— Allyn  Z. 
Boom  resigned  his  job  today  as 
photography  editor  of  the  Pur- 
ple, Parrot.  Predicting  a  photo- 
less  May  issue,  he  took  the  pic- 
ture file  with  him  and  left  a 
note  on  the  bulletin  board  read- 
ing, "You  can  all  go  to  hell." 
George  Groinwells,  Parrot  edit- 
or, who  was  frantically  register- 
ing for  a  photography  course, 
could  not  be  reached  for  a  state- 
ment. Meanwhile,  in  an  ofF-the- 
record  remark.  Boom  blushingly 
admitted  that  he  had  been  of- 
fered the  job  of  editor-in-chief 
of  the  Dilly  by  Peachy  Clinton 
but  will  settle  with  the  photog- 
raphy headship. 


Tests  Ape  Drives 


Professor  Osw:ald  J.  Human- 
relations  today  announced  the 
results  of  an  experiment  with 
two  amicable  apes,  direct  de- 
scendants of  the  Gargantuan 
dynasty.  Humanrelation  for  the 
past  eight  months  has  attempted 
to  plot  a  distribution  curve  of 
the  anthropoid  reactions  to  pro- 
posed marriage  courses. 

Clad  in  a  red  fillard  tie, 
Humanrelation  said: 

"I  placed  the  male  ape  in  an 
electrically-wired  cage,  and  left 
the  female  sitting  on  a  chair 
that  was  justaposed  to  the  cage 
door." 

When  he  had  thus  prepared 
the  experiment,  Humanrelation 
said  that  he  satisfied  the  female 
ape's  food   drive  with  bananas. 

"In  her  haste  to  reach  the 
male,"  he  said,  "she  only  half- 
peeled  the  ninth  banana.  Then 
she  lunged  at  the  cage  and  began 
to  gnaw  furiously  at  the  bars." 

Humanrelation  observed  that 
the  female  tires  of  her  aggres- 
sive practice  after  thirty-four 
minutes  and  threw  the  ninth 
banana  at  him. 

"She  thereby  gave  me  satis- 


faction that  the  food  drive  had 
been  completely  eclipsed  by  the 
companionship  drive." 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

He  said  that  the  situation- 
goal-set  of  the  female  then 
prompted  her  to  perform  a 
methodical  investigation  of  the 
cage,  probably  realizing  that  her 
reward  could  be  best  obtained 
through  reason  and  logic. 

"Within  fifteen  minutes," 
Humanrelation  said,  "she  dis- 
covered a  button  on  the  cage 
and  rang  it  vigorously.  The  door 
of  the  cage  was  immediately 
thrown  open.  At  this  juncture, 
I  ejaculated  loudly — to  the  effect 
that  we  need  a  marriage  course." 

Humanrelation  said  that  the 
female  retrieved  the  ninth  bana- 
na from  his  pocket — which  she 
immediately  devoured  as  a  subli- 
mation. 

"This  experiment,"  he  said,  "is 
a  salient  one  in  my  many  inves- 
tigations of  heterosexual  rela- 
tions. It  proves,  conclusively, 
that  a  union  among  apes  cannot 
take  place  where  there  are  Gar- 
gantuan inhibitions." 


Big   Dealers 


■  Francois  Lnmp  ■ 


Probably  the  only  man  on 
campus  who  can  walk  over  a  fire 
hydrant  without  knowing  it, 
this  week's  big  dealer,  Francois 
Lump  by  name,  came  to  North- 
western last  fall  from  Ulcer 
Gulch,  Texas,  the  home  of  Sam 
Houston  Institute  of  Technology, 
and  you  should  be  hearing  their 
cheer ! !  "Fran",  as  he  is  known 
to  all  his  "Friends",  majored  in 
the  artificial  insemination  of 
weasels  and  the  cross-breeding 
of  flamingos  and  llamas,  of  the 
not  so  grand  variety.  His  father, 
a  boilermaker's  helper's  helper, 
expressed  the  wish  on  his  death- 
bed that  his  son  continue  on  and 
help  make  the  fraternary  club 
which  he  founded  shine  even 
more  brilliantly  in  the  galaxy  of 
Greek  organizations. 

Heeding  the  old  man's  utter- 
ances and  having  nothing  better 
to  do,  Francois  spends  much  of 
his  time  at  the  local  D.A.R.  of- 
fice where  he  helps  the  girls  take 
on  where  his  father  left  off,  or 
maybe  we  should  say  take  off 
what  his  father  left  on.  Anyway, 
he  plays  with  the  dog  in  that  de- 
partment. 

Being  a  wheel,  naturally 
Francois  would  be  expected  to 
have  huge  amounts  of  woman 
trouble.  Not  so,  for  he  has  al- 
ready met  the  girl  of  his  dreams 
and  hopes  to  make  her  .  .  .  up, 
marry  him  some  day. 

A  list  of  our  boy's  extracur- 
ricular activities  could  take  up 
this  whole  lousy  issue  so  we  will 
just  enumerate  a  few  of  them. 
He  is  very  active  in  the  W.C.T.U. 
and  publisher  of  National  Snark 


Francois  feump 


Mags,  Inc.  The  entire  family 
has  been  very  much  behind  this 
noble  (?)  outfit  ever  since 
Grandpa  Lump  choked  on  a  hot 
gin  with  a  hair  in  it,  drowning 
his  melancholia  which  followed 
his  reading  a  Dostoylvsky  novel. 
So,  when  you  see  Francois 
Lump,  one  of  NU's  biggest  deal- 
ers, you  will  know  you  have 
lived.    You  should  live  so  long! 


by  HOT  LIPS  BENNETT 

Pal  Friendly  and  his  real  fine 
band  opened  this  week  at  the 
Robin  Hood  Bar  in  Evanston, 
which  brings  us  to  a  discussion 
of  jazz.  Pal's  a  nice  smilin'  sort 
who  likes  the  good  old  jazzy 
tunes  and  never  refuses  requests 
or  autographs.  His  favorite 
kind  of  music  is  Be  Bop  as 
played  by  Vain  Monroe.  Pal's 
views  on  jazz  ring  true  and  your 
writer  welcomes  the  fresh  air. 
"Too  many  so-called  jazz  orches- 
tras want  to  turn  over  a  new 
lease  on  life  all  the  time.  Sammy 
Kaye  said  just  about  everything 
new  there  was  to  say  in  music 
twenty  years  ago,  and  with  the 
exception  of  Freddy  Martin  and 
Monroe,  nothing  since  has  had 
that  old  live-wire,  go-getter  ap- 
peal." Pal  added,  "Rowdies  like 
Benjamin  Goodman  and  Wood- 
row  Herman  can't  last,"  as  he 
cast  a  dirty  look  at  his  sousa- 
phone  section  which  was  playful- 
ly picking  on  a  Robin  Hood 
waitress.  That's  the  way  those 
boys  are — full  of  fun  and  good 
nature,  easy  to  dance  to,  always 
immaculate  in  their  purple 
and  orange  uniforms,  and  over- 
sexed. 

It  does  this  old  writer's 
heart  good  to  see  that  the 
campus  dancers  and  lovers 
of  modern  music  have  at  last 
taken  to  a  good,  real  fine 
band.  Friendly's  gramo- 
phone records  are  selling 
big  at  the  Lying-in  Healing 
Record  Shop  and  Hospital. 
His  "Double  or  Single,  Let's 
Sing  a  Jingle,"  and  '^The 
Uninhibited  Drug  Store 
Blues,"  both  featuring  vo- 
calist "Father"  Gray  and  his 
Unisons  and  Daughters,  are 
going  great  guns,  to  coin  a 
phrase.  This  kick  is  definite- 
ly new  and  reminds  me  a  lit- 
tle of  Ted  Worms,  Griff 
"Wildboy"  Williams,  Ear- 
nie  Tubbs  and  Andre  Kos- 
talots.  Yes,  it's  daring 
("Kiss  Me  on  the  Knee, 
Kiddo"),  it's  different  ("The 
Men-Only  Waltz"),  it's  con- 
troversial ("The  Bolshevic 
Victorola")  and  it's  not  easy 
to  understand  "Hut  Sut 
Rasslin'  on  the  Davenport 
and  the  Coeds,  Coeds  Do  It" 
— but  it's  all  the  same  real 
fine.  After  the  bar  closes 
and  Pal  goes  home  to  call 
his  mother  (What  a  guy!), 
some  of  the  side  men  stick 
around  as  late  as  10:00, 
10:30  for  a  wild  jam  session 
and  community  sing.  I  know 
the  undisciplined  harmonica 
solos  and  the  late  hours  are 
radical — ^but  so  was  democ- 
racy when  it  was  new. 
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by  DICK  McLUNKHEAD 
SMALLER  AND  SCRAWNIER 

JUST  THE  OTHER  day  I  was 
talking  to  a  fella  over  at  Po- 
tent Gym.  Fella  named  Schlepp- 
man.  Bill  Schleppnian.   Two  P's, 
one  N.    Nice  guy.    Smart  char- 
acter.   He  cleans  up  over  there 
after  all  the  games.  And  I  found 
something  out  that  set  me  back. 
Back  on  my  heels  .  .  .  good  heels 
.  .  .  run  do\\Ti  some,  but  good  .  .  . 
Cat's  Paw.    Wildcat's  Paw. 
This    Schlepmann   claims, 
no,  this  Schleppman,  claims 
that     the     athletes     we've 
spawned     lately     in     these 
parts      are      smaller      and 
scrawnier  all  the  time. 
"How  do  you  mean?"  I  asked 
him.    "Smaller  and  scrawnier?" 
"Smaller,"  he  said. 
I  said,  "Yeh,  I  see." 
"Scrawnier,"  he  said. 

I  said,  "Yes,  I  see.  You  mean 
smaller  and  scrawnier." 

"Move  your  foot,"  he  said. 
"You're  on  a  butt." 

When  I  left  there,  though,  I 
started  to  think.  What  the  hell 
did,  he  mean — smaller  and 
scrawnier?  And  then  it  began 
to  hit  me. 

What  we  need  around 
here  is  more  boys  who  are 
big — not  only  big  in  their 
bulk,  but  big  in  the  matter 
between  the  ears.  We  need 
athletes  who  can  think  as 
well  as  throw  their  phy- 
siques around. 

So  I  went  back  to  him  and, 
staring  him  down,  asked,  "How 
do  you  mean?" 

He  tapped  the  side  of  his  head 
with  his  broom  handle.  "In  the 
head,"  he  said.  "We  need  guys 
that  got  smartness  in  the  head." 
"Do  you  think  that  boys  like 
that  would  actually  be  better 
players?"  I  asked.  "I  mean  not 
only  in  football,  but  baseball,  and 
basketball  and  pinners,  too." 

"Sure,"  he  said.  "Move  your 
foot,  will  you?  You're  on  a  can- 
dy wrapper." 

Relentlessly,  I  went  on,  strik- 
ing for  the  core.  "But  would 
that  be  possible?"  I  queried,  "/s 
there  such  an  animal?" 

"Such  an  animal  like  what?" 
"Like  an  animal  with  brains?" 
"Sure,"  he  said. 
I  thought  for  a  moment,  run- 
ning  through   the   local   heroes. 
Finally,  I  shot  at  him,  "Who?" 
"Some    of    those    high-school 
kids.     The    thing   is,"   he    said, 
"you  gotta  get  'em  while  they're 
young,  because  they  start  get- 
ting big  wheel  complexes." 

"You  may  have  something 
there,"  I  pondered. 

"When  they  get  to  be  big 
shots  and  the  college  girls 
start    rubbing    up    against 


Sports  Ed.,  Staff 
Get  Golf  Scoop 

by  DICK  McLUNKHEAD, 
Sports  Editor 
hy  Ad   Fredoms 
by  Milton  Forsythe 
by   Joan   Schwartz 

One  of  the  finest  prospects  on 
the  list  of  Sod  Richardson,  NU 
golf  coach,  is  Bill  Lang,  a  sopho- 
more from  Vincennes,  Indiana. 


Staff  Attention . . 

Attendance  of  all  sports 
staff  members  at  today's 
meeting  is  absolutely  essen- 
tial. Those  members  in  Lib- 
eral Arts  who  fail  to  show  up 
will  not  only  be  dropped  from 
the  staff  but  ■will  be  trans- 
ferred to  J-school  as  well. 

Nite  ed's.  note:  For  the 
sports  pages  this  week — more 
art!  Art!  Art!  Art!  Art! 
Art!   Art!   Art!   Art! 

— Sports  Ed. 


'em,  they  don't  think  of 
brains  no  more.  They  figure, 
'Hell,  what  do  I  need  to 
study  for?  I'm  having  a 
good  time  right  now." 

"Then,  it's  the  girls  that  do 
it,"  I  said,  following  his  argu- 
ment. 

He  poked  a  finger  in  my  ribs 
and  answered,  "You  bet.  If  you 
want  your  athletes  to  be  tough 
and  to  get  an  education,  too — 
then  you  gotta  wise  up  to  the 
girls.   Tell  'em  to  lay  off." 

"And  then,  with  no  hero  wor- 
ship from  the  girls-,  they'll  get 
some  brains  in  their  heads  .  .  . 
is  that  it?" 

"You  bet,"  he  said.  "Here, 
move  your  butt,  you're  on  a 
match." 


Wildcats  Drilled 
By  Coach  Voighsts 
Kids  Scrap  Cats 

Coach  Bob  Voighsts's  Wild- 
cats whipped  through  a  swift 
session  yesterday  to  check  tim- 
ing, signals,  speed,  and  tires. 

Thus  far,  contact  work  has 
been  limited  to  light  tackling, 
and  blocking.  "The  blocking's 
okay,"  Voightsts  said,  "but 
we're  getting  too  many  cuts 
from  tackling  lights." 

Beer   Shortage   Critical 

The  only  injury  to  date  was 
Frank  Hashenbutter,  star  back, 
who  pulled  a  tooth  in  his  mouth. 

Voighsts  wanting  to  hold  in- 
juries to  a  minimum  (a  revolu- 
tionary policy)  felt  that  a  light 
scrimmage  was  necessary  to 
separate  the  men  from  the  boys. 
Also,  the  cream  from  the  milk. 
The  chaff  from  the  wheat.  The 
seeds  from  the  orange. 

Beer   Shortage   Critical 

The  Cats'  last  practise  session 
was  divided  into  two  periods — 
the  first  and  the  second.  During 
the  early  part  of  the  afternoon, 
the  first  six  teams  scrapped 
against  some  kids  who  were 
hanging  around  Dyche.  Later  in 
the  afternoon,  some  kids  who 
were  hanging  around  Dyche 
scrapped  against  the  first  six 
teams.   No  scores  were  released. 

Voights  then  matched  his  first 
team  against  his  second,  his  third 
against  his  fourth,  his  fifth 
against  his  sixth,  his  first  against 
his  third,  his  second  against  his 
fourth,  and  his  sixth  against 
some  kids  who  were  hanging 
around  Dyche.  "I'd  like  to  see 
some  more  men  out  for  the 
squad,"  he  said. 

William  Avery  was  dropped 
from  the  team. 
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Sillybust  Bound? 

May  20,  2:15  p.m.  Resigning 
his  job  as  photography  editor  of 
the  Dilly  today,  Allyn  Z.  Boom 
told  the  staff,  "You  can  go  to 
hell."  He  kissed  editor  Peachy 
Clinton  goodbye,  saying,  "Noth- 
ing makes  me  sick."  Boom 
claims  that  the  SILLYBUST 
has  been  trying  to  reach  him  all 
afternoon. 


Cats  Winded, 
Track  Pants 

Coach  Frank  Hill's  pole  vault- 
ers  got  their  initial  chance  to 
pole  vault  when  the  pole  vault- 
ing pit  was  filled  with  shavings 
for  the  pole  vaulters.  Hill  stated 
that  the  delay  occurred  because 
so  few  of  the  pole  vaulters 
shaved. 

Bill  Moose  and  Bill  Lungred 
were  in  action  but  Bill  Sewell 
was  still  confined  to  his  bed  in 
Flint,  Michigan  with  an  in- 
grown toenail. 

Beer   Shortage   Critical 

Speedy  half-milers  Bill 
Sniythe  and  Bill  Lotta  turned  in 
reasonable  times  for  the  660. 
Lotta,  feeling  ill,  had  a  friend 
come  down  from  the 

(CONTINUE  ON  PAGE  7) 

Green  Carrot  Is 
Topped  Again 

by  AL  SMUK 

GEIGERSUS,  the  great  white 
winged  horse  symbolic  of  the 
poetic  muse  far  surpasses  any- 
thing we've  ever  seen,  and  we've 
been  around.  (The  Green  Car- 
rot has  rejected  THREE  of  my 
manuscripts!)  If  it's  poems  you 
want,  we've  seen  vers  (ha-ha). 
Sweaty  Harass  is  abstruse,  eso- 
teric, and  heroic  in  "Odyssey  to 
a  Belch",  a  nineteen  thousand 
line  quatrain  dedicated  to  the 
English  department. 

Highlight  of  the  spring  edi- 
tion is  a  full-length  (34  inches 
at  the  crotch,  with  no  cuffs)  nov- 
el by  Bergen  R.  Evans,  who 
couldn't  get  it  published  any- 
where else.  (We  WERE  going 
to  write  Bergen  B.,  but  by 
changing  the  initial,  we  avoid  a 
libel  suit.)  There  are  no  other 
highlights,  since  the  magazine  is 
printed  on  dull  paper. 

(B.J.  says:  "No  two  para- 
graph stories.   Hear?) 


Only  3000  Left  | 

Only  340  days  remain  in  which 
to  order  one  of  the  3000  remain- 
ing copies  of  the  SILLYBUST. 
Hurry  and  order  now,  as  tomor- 
row there  might  be  only  4500 
copies  left.  Also,  note  all  mem- 
bers of  the  class  of  '39:  Your 
SILLYBUSTS  have  arrived. 
Pick  them  up  by  March  15, 
(don't  let  them  just  hang  there). 
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sport 

lights 

byRUBEWETLING 

Plans  for  the  I-M  checker, 
badminton,  and  shuffleboard 
tourneys  are  in  full  swing, 
"Rube"  Wattling,  head  of  I-M 
athletics,  announced  yesterday. 
Schedules  for  the  opening 
rounds  are  to  be  posted  in  the 
lobby  of  Potent  Gym. 

Whittling  stated  that  the 
I-M  department  is  doing  its 
best  to  make  this  term's 
activities  successful.  He 
said,  "The  I-M  department 
is  doing  its  best  to  make 
this  term's  activities  suc- 
cessful." 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

The  checker  mati'hes  will  com- 
mence late  this  week  in  the 
Browsing  Room  of  Deering. 
Wilting,  explaining  the  regu- 
lations, said  that  a  coin  will  be 
flipped  for  reds  and  blacks  un- 
less, of  course,  pregame  ar- 
rangements can  be  reached.  To 
date,  eleven  athletes  have  signed 
up.  Stigma  Pie,  leading  with 
eight. 

ShufSeboard  continues  to 
be  one  of  the  popular  sports 
on  campus.  Wigling  also  set 
forth  the  rules  for  this 
tourney.  Each  player,  he 
explained,  will  be  allowed 
only  one  shuffle  and  one 
board.  He  said  that  this  cur- 
tailment is  due  to  great 
numbers  of  competitors,  the 
lack  of  shuffles,  and  the  lack 
of  boards. 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

Badminton  plans,  Wiggly  ad- 
mitted blushingly,  have  not  yet 
been  completed.  It  seems  that 
no  one  knows  what  the  hell  the 
game  is  about.  Duke  Beauford, 
LA  '49,  is  being  sought  for  con- 
sultation. Beauford  was  seeded 
sixth  in  last  year's  Midwest- 
college  -  veteran  -  underclassman  - 
oversexed  contest  in  River  For- 
est, Illinois. 


BEG  YOUR  PARDON! 

It  was  recently  stated  on 
these  pages  that  Northwes- 
tern has  no  fieldhouse — 
Northwestern  needs  a  field- 
house. 

This  is  erroneous.  North- 
western does  not  need  a 
fieldhouse,  does  not  envision 
need  for  one  in  our  times. 
Furthermore,  members  of  the 
sports  staflF  do  not  wish  to 
antagonize  the  board  of 
trustees  in  the  future  by  al- 
lowing similar  misquotations 
to  circulate. 


by  Gloria  Strange 

Pulling  ahead  in  the  exciting 
race  for  NRA  points  are  Phi  On 
You's,  who  won  the  Totem  Pole 
Climbing  relays  yesterday  to 
stack  up  three  and  one  half  more 
points.  This  puts  the  Phis  ahead 
in  the  sweepstakes,  leading  the 
Gumma  Chews,  24,585%  to  24,- 
584 Vs.  Trailing  slightly  in  the 
sweepstakes  are  the  Zebra  Tau 
Alphas  and  the  Katta  Awful 
Fatas,  tied  with  304. 

The  baseball  tournament 
is  easily  the  MOST  exciting 
in  Northwestern's  history  of 
women  athletics.  Yester- 
day's game,  a  three-inning 
thriller,  took  17  hours  and 
was  finally  won  by  the 
Gummas,  189  to  3,  beating 
the  Hatheads.  One  of  the 
MOST  EXCITING  plays  of 
the  game  was  in  the  second 
half  of  the  second  inning 
when  the  Gumma  pitcher. 
Gin  Sick,  caught  a  pop  fly 
in  her  left  hand  bushel 
basket  and  then  chased  the 
base  runner  from  second 
base  to  Deering  library, 
tagging  her  out  in  the  re- 
serve room. 

Now  girls,  there  are  more 
sports  starting  next  week,  and 
if  you  want  your  houses  to  get 
the  lime  rickey  loving  faucet  at 
the  NRA  banquet,  you'd  better 
get  your  practise  hours  in  right 
away.  Remember,  there  are  74 
hours  required  for  each  sport, 
and  we  want  every  woman  on 
campus  to  participate  in  at  least 
two  sports.  Tournaments  start- 
ing Monday  include  Stoop  Tag, 
Marbles,  Red  Light  and  Kick  the 
Can.  Incidentally,  there  are 
aggies  on  sale  at  all  the  best 
Evanston  sportswear  stores  now 
for  the  coming  marble  games. 

We  hear  .  .  .  that  Janie 
Foowell  is  an  absolute 
WHIZ  in  the  stoop  tag  prac- 
tise sessions  the  KAF's  have 
been  holding  in  Oldberg 
park  .  .  .  that  the  Kick  the  - 
Can  tournament  is  going  to 
be  a  swift  race  between  the 
Awful  See's  and  the  Anchor 
and  Eagle  Sweethearts. 

In  order  to  stir  up  more  and 
more  spirit  at  the  games,  the 
NRA  advisory  board  suggests 
that  all  women  learn  our  new 
pep  song.  It  goes  like  this : 

NOrt'westem  Resrve  At'- 
letes,  hats  off  to  thee. 

We'll  make  the  football 
team,  just  wait  and  see, 

Bench  the  men,  save  the 
at'letic  funds. 

For  bigger,  better,  pep- 
pier crowds. 

For  more  fun  at  halves, 
and  huddles, 

Put  in  the  NRA's. 


Gibbs'  Best  Bets 

The  DILLY'S  graded  handicaps  in  the  6th  race  at  Sports- 
man's Park  today: 


'P 

Horse 

3 

Ocean  Cracker 

1 

Josey  Anne 

5 

Green  Fisteris 

2 

Subtle  Slough 

6 

Allyn 

4 

Frannie  P. 

7 

Driveling  Idiot 

8 

Potpourri 

9 

Dickie  Mac 

Odds  Comment 

3-1  take  rubber  band  off  bank  roll 
5-2  in  shrewd  hands;  can  do 
6-1  a  heller  in  the  stretch 
5-1  old-timer  coming  to  life 
8-1  in-and-outer;  may  level 

20-1  not  quite  ready 

35-1  save  your  chips  this  race 

40-1   punctured  lung  at  Hialeah 

99-1  a  cheap  dog;  ignore 


Scratched — Chicken  Leg. 


if- 


We  haven't  worked  out  the 
tune  yet,  but  it'll  be  in  the  next 
issue.  This  will  get  us  into  Big 
Nine  at'letics  if  anything  will. 

Spin  the  Bottle  Scores 

Kuppa   Kuppa   Kuppa 12 

Pi  Oh  Mie 7 

Theta   Cotta   Beta 6.5 

Terra    Cotta 5 

Sixa  Crosstha  Board 1 


Traekpants . . . 

(CONTINUE  FROM  PAGE  6) 

Alpha  Delt  house  to  turn  in  his 
time.  The  ace  half-miler.  Bill 
Hanger,  hasn't  practised  out- 
doors yet  because  he  can't  find 
shoes.  "I  can't  find  my  shoes," 
he  explained  in  an  exclusive  in- 
terview with  the  DILLY. 

Bill  Cooly's  trick  leg  muscle 
has  healed  sufficiently  for  him 
to  take  a  quick  shot  at  the  hur- 


dles.   He  took  a  quick  shot  and 
immediately  ordered  another. 

Beer   Shortage   Critical 

Bill  Hoggand's  injured  tootsie 
feels  well  enough  that  he  prob- 
ably vpill  try  broad  jumping  next 
week.    He  is  not  pinned. 

In  the  next  meet  with  Fairy 
Hall,  Legs  Lotta  is  expected  to 
break  the  tape  in  the  880.  By 
"expected"  is  meant  "hoping 
that  he  will  have  the  required 
strength  for  such  a  feat,  seeings 
as  how  during  the  last  few 
meets,  said  tape  has  been  fight- 
ing back  as  it  were,  and  has 
been  making  just  the  most  awful 
scwatches  on  his  li'l  chestie." 

Bill  Belgium,  NU's  most  ve'^ 
satile  athlete,  vdll  throw  the  sho^ 
put,  the  javelin,  the  discus  and' 
the    bull,   providing   they   don't 
throw  him  first. 

William  Avery  was  dropped 
from  the  squad. 


intimate/  sh££r/    intriduino/  J 
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DILLY  NORTHWESTERN,  Friday,  May  23,  1947 


Schlurp... 

(CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  5) 

Schlep,  stuffing  his  shoes  with 
squares  of  newspaper,  replied, 
"Huh?" 

"Would  the  world  be  better  off 
if  money  were  completely  elimi- 
nated from  our  social  affairs?" 
he  was  asked. 

"If  what  were  eliminated?"  he 
questioned. 

"Money." 

"You  mean  that  crumply 
stuff?"  Schlep  asked. 

"You  -know — money."  A  dol- 
lar bill  was  brought  forth  as 
evidence  and  Schlep  smiling, 
said,  "Oh!— that!" 

"Would  we  be  better  off.  Dr. 
Schlep  if  there  were  no  money  ?" 

"No  what?"  Schlep  asked 
again. 

"Money!    Money!" 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

"If  the  things  that  produce  the 
pleasures  of  our  profligates," 
Schlep  said  steadily,  "could  be 
used  to  dispel  the  fears  of  the 
mind  about  the  phenomena  of 
the  sky  and  death  and  its  pam, 
and  also  teach  the  desires  in 
limitations  ..."  he  paused, 
brushed  at  a  soup  spot  on  his 
frayed  tie  and  continued,  "we 
should  never  have  cause  to 
blame  them — " 

"Who?"  he  asked. 

Beer  Shortage  Critical 

"...  for  they  would  be  filling 
themselves  full  with  pleasure 
from  every  source  and  they 
would  never  have  pain  of  body 
r  mind,  which  is,  after  all  is 
said  and  done,  the  evil  of  life." 

"Can  we  quote  you  on  that?" 
he  was  asked. 

Running  a  hand  over  his  beard 
stubble,  he  replied,  "Sure.  Quote 
me  or  Epicurus."  Then  he  added, 
"You  wouldn't  have  another 
Red-Tip,  would  you  ?  Very  nice 
flavor." 


Aces  Set  for 
Big  Match 

Northwestem's  outstanding 
hopscotch  squad,  led  by  that  vet- 
eran hopscotcher  Puffy  Cham- 
berpot, will  meet  the  Chicago 
Five  at  Potent  Gym  today  at 
10:00  a.m.  The  N.U.  boys  who 
just  last  week  hopped  the  living 
hell  out  of  Vassar  are  given  the 
slight  edge,  but  Feets  Toobig  of 
Chicago  has  not  stepped  on  a 
single  line  since  he  began  his 
collegiate  competition  in  the 
hopscotch  field.  The  event  will 
be  coached  by  Leon  Kranberries 
of  the  mile-long  intestines.  The 
line-up  for  tomorrow  will  be: 
Captain.  Puffy  Chamberpot; 
Left  Jump,  Eunuch  Arden; 
Right  Jump,  Skip  Toomloo; 
Lagger  Man,  Ed  Sewers;  and 
Jumping,  Jeho  Sephat. 


Campus  Leaders  Fall 
Into  Political  Pool 


By  FAITHAND-MORALS  DINGY  and 

COZY  HOMES,  political  editors 

The  political  pools  of  North- 
western are  turbulent  this  week 
as  ninety-nine  political  parties 
have  si)ent  their  $7.50  allotted 
them  by  SOB.  One  political 
leader  is  making  extra  money 
by  selling  WIN-NU  tickets,  and 
by  making  like  a  monkey  in 
front  of  Field's  helping  the 
"little  old  lady  passing  by"  and 
her  hand  organ.  Dryland  Miller 
of  the  Wildkitty  Party  says  of 
the  forthcoming  elections,  "We 
really  feel  we  are  unique.  I  want 
to  see  all  the  students  get  out 
and  vote  .  .  .  for  our  candidate. 
It's    your    party,    students,    and 


STUDENTS! 

Take    advantage    of 

this     world-shaking 

oflfer. 

Exchange  your  text- 
books,  Snarker 
1 . 5 '  s ,  typewriters 
for  one  or  more  of 
the   following : 

SHORTER  BOARD 

PINS 
REDU  RINGS   (14 

carat  gold-filled) 
DAISY  CHAINS 
JOE  MILLER  JOKE 

BOOKS 
SHOT  GLASSES 
BARTENDER 

UNION  CARDS 
KISS-ME-QUICK 

NECKTIES 

("They  glow  in 

the  dark!") 

All  with  Nil  Seal 

Come    in    and     see     our 
selection. 

Stewed 
Buk  Xchan^e 


we  will  see  that  you  get  a  field 
house,  unlimited  hours  for  South 
Quads,  and  class-less  days  when 
and  if  the  sun  shines.  Also, 
honest,  we  absolutely  guarantee 
beer  in  the  grill." 

Dick  CrapfuU,  prominent  stu- 
dent leader  and  member  of  "Not 
Every  Man  Can  Get  So  High," 
remarked,  "We  have  a  three- 
point  platform:  Cooperation, 
Stupification  and  Free  Good  Hu- 
mors. Our  party  strongly  advo- 
cates and  promises  to  bring  to 
the  campus,  cocktails  in  Hardly 
Hoodie,  a  fieldhouse,  and  un- 
limited hours  for  Northwestern 
coeds." 

Barb  Walkover,  outstanding 
tennis  ace  and  member  of  Phee 
Gamma  Diddle,  says,  "It's  a 
snap.  We're  really  making  out 
on  the  home  team.  The  Phee 
Gamma  Diddles  will  do  it  again. 
What  with  our  coalitions,  how 
can  we  lose?" 

Sunrise  Clark,  of  Evanston, 
Washington,  Vladisvostock,  and 
"accents  from  everywhere" 
fame,  ejaculated,  "In  line  with 
my  ambition  to  become  the  first 
woman  President,  I  feel  that 
NU's  elections  provide  excellent 
background  and  training  for  the 
future  citizens  of  this  troubled 
and  chaotic  world.  I  heartily 
recommend  that  each  and  every- 
one of  you  get  out  and  vote.  An 
excellent  handbook  for  North- 
western political  aspirants  is 
"Where  Are  We  Heading"  by 
Sumner  Welles  .  .  .  it's  on  three 
day  reserve  at  the  library." 

Bill  Wreathhanger,  president 
of  SOB  and  Northwestem's 
favorite  son  of,  commented, 
"The  situation  is  tense,  terse, 
and  terrific.  I  am  thrilled  to  see 
such  enthusiasm  on  the  part  of 
the  students,  and  it  is  gratifying 
to  note  that  parties  can  be 
formed  which  do  not  involve 
coalitions.  I  am  sure  the  stu- 
dents will  be  pleased  at  the  re- 
sults of  the  elections,  and  I 
would  like  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  invite  all  students  to  a 
pre-election  party  at  the  SAE 
temple." 


ALLYN   Z. 
MOUI^TS 
THE   ROCK 

May  20,  3:25  p.m.  Alljm  Z. 
Boom,  photogi'aphy  editor  of  the 
Sillybust,  withdrew  from  North- 
western University  today  in  a 
blaze  of  glory  as  he  announced 
from  his  perch  on  "the  rock**, 
"You  can  all  go  to  hell."  It  is 
rumored  that  he  is  leaving 
Evanston  tonight  to  go  to  hell. 


Classified  Ads 


For  Sale  or  Rent 


ONE  OLD  BAG.  Not  free  but  reason- 
able considering  the  looks  of  this  old 
bag-.     This  bag:  must  go  at  any  price. 

Call  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma. 

DIAPERS.  Sllsht  secondB.  (Honest,  we 
mean  it !  Don't  tell  us  you  haven't  seen 
it   too?)     Excellent   condition. 


TO  RENT.  Attractive  men's  room  in 
bus  station,  also  telephone  booth.  Call 
William  K.  Seldom,  Director  of  Ad- 
missions,  Gre.    0000. 


FOR  SALE.     Personality  Build-Up.  Do 

you  want  to  be  popular  ?  Hire  us  as 
your  public  relations  agents.  Look 
what  we  did  for  Frank  Murkee,  Grace 
Chamberpot,   and  others. 


FOR  RENT  OR  SALE.  Sigma  Nure 
pins  available  for  unrestricted  clientele. 
Call  manufacturing  center,  third  floor, 
Sigma   Nure  house. 


FOR  SALE :  Tuxedo,  size  38,  type- 
wi-iter  like  new,  5  tube  radio,  heavy 
overcoat  size  38  ...  .  need  cash  for 
new  business  venture.  Call  J.  Mc- 
Queen. 

Wanted 

DEAD  OR  ALIVE.  Make  that  dead. 
One  member  of  World  Republic  who 
has  been  putting  up  announcements  on 
University  bulletin  boards.  Call  the 
Board  of  Trustees  at  Uni.   1400. 


TO  BUY.  30  ft.  copper  tubing.  2  copper 
pressure  tanks  with  capacity  around  15 
gals.  2-burned  gas  stove,  any  old  bottles 
not  pop  or  milk,  30  bushels  of  shocked 
corn.  Call  J.  McQueen.  Gre.  9592. 
AN  AUTHORITATIVE  BIOGRAPHY 
OF  CALVIN  COOLIDGE  for  some  of 
my  very  own  reasons.  Call  President 
Schneider   or  my   'steady*. 


^ 


WANTED :  Information  concerning 
what  happened  to  Dick  Tracy  last  week. 
Was  so  engrossed  in  my  'doll  collection' 
that  I  forgot  to  look.  Ian  Alipeter 
Dout,   Gre.   606. 


Lost  and  Found 


LOST:  An  adorable  thesis  I  was 
writing  for  my  doctorate,  I'd  kinda  like 
to  have  it  back.  Finder  please  call  me 
at    your    leisure    or    I    will    blow    my 

brains  out.     Call  Elgin  0040. 

LOST:  Spittoon  from  Pigma  Sty 
fraternity  cup  collection.    Please  return 

as  needed  for  rushing  next  year. 

LOST:  One  pre-war  girdle,  size  13, 
near    Clark     Street    pier.      Call    Theta 

Cotta  Betta.    Ask  for  May. 

LOST:  My  reputation,  near  Clark 
street    pier.      Call    Theta    Gotta    Cotta. 

Ask  for  May. 

LOST:  I  PhelU  Thi  fraternity  pin 
last  Friday  night.  (Give  it  back,  Alice, 
I  was  only  kiddin') 


Personals 


BETTY,  no  wonder  it  didn't  nurt  when 
I  pinned  you.  We're  through.  You 
should  never  deflate  your  ego  in  public. 


WILL  YOUNG  LADY  WHO  LEFT 
HER  LAUNDRY  in  my  brief  case  by 
mistake,  please  call  my  wife  (Gre.  4231) 
and  explain  the  situation.  I  would  like 
to  go  home  now. 


COME  BACK,  JOE.  Although  the  girls 
know  you're  an  independent.  I  told 
them  I  thought  you  were  a  transfei* 
ATO,  and  they're  talking  to  me  again. 
We  can  meet  somewhere  in  Chicago. 
I  can't  be  seen  with  you.  but  I  like 
what  you  do  to  me.    So,  come  back,  Joe. 


ATHLETES! 

FIGHT  ARMPITOMY 
—USE 
MILLS'  PILLS 

with   non-slip   drip   cups. 
We  got  'em  in  all  sizes — 

—KEEP  YOUR  ARMS  AT 
THAT   RAKISH  ANGLE 
ON  THE   BASKETBALL 
COURT 

IvEEP  YOUR  POWDER  DRY 


PLAYING  IT  SUAVE  is 

what    J.    Wendell    and 

Art  would  say  about  this 

display  of  pictures.   If  you 

look  close  in  between  the 

Senior  Ball,  the  Kappa  Sigs, 

Nancy  Furst,  Rog  Moron 

and    Nancy    Sutherland, 

you    may   Find    your   own 

picture.    Even    if   you    don't 

look  close,  you'll  find  Phyllis 

Bergquist,  Parroteer  and  Queen  of 

the  Chicago  Artists  and  Illustrators 

Ball,  at  bottom  center. 

THE  PARROT  would  be  in  these  pictures 

if  purple  tails  would  come  into  vogue; 

as  it  is,  he'll  sup  on  his  soup  and  fish. 


.,^^s 
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WALLY  SUNDHOLM,  stafP  illustrator  for  the  PARROT,  is 
a  graduate  of  the  Chicago  Art  Institute.  Commercial 
art,  poster  designs,  magazine  illustrations  comprise  his 
professional  background.    Hobby:  photography. 
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BRUCE  PINC,  staff  cartoonist  for  the  PARROT  (above), 
also  studied  at  the  Art  Institute.  Sketches  (above  right), 
were  made  during  recent  trip  through  the  New  England 
states.   Pine  designed  Dolphin  show  sets. 


ART  SAUANDER,  staff  illustrator  for  the  PARROT  (right), 
is  another  Dudley  Crafts  Watson  boy.  A  professional 
cartoonist,  Art  has  done  mostly  spot  drawings  and  story 
illustrations  for  the  PARROT. 

BOB  EDWARDS,  staff  illustrator  for  the  PARROT,  a  com- 
mercial artist  with  training  at  the  Atlanta  (Ga.)  Academy 
of  Fine  Arts,  is  very  shy.  The  advertisement  design  (be- 
low) will  give  you  an  idea  where  he  hid. 
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"You  kill  me,  Riley,  you  kill  me!" 


Arc  yon  a 

Rednes  dilos 


* 


Do  you  win  the  gals  with  your  smooth  line — 
then  lose  'em  with  your  rough  breath?  Cheer  up, 
chum!  You  can  be  a  super  solid  sender.  Just  get 
hep  to  luscious  Life  Savers.  Those  dandy,  handy 
candies  keep  your  breath  so-o-o  fresh! 


•X- "Solid  Sender"   backwards 


A  Box  of  Life- 
saters  for  the 
Best  Joke! 
What  is  the 
best  joke  that 
you  heard  on 
the  campus  this 
week?  For  the 
best  submitted 
each  issue, 
there  will  he  a 
free  award  of  a 
carton  of  Life- 
s  a  \'  e  r  s .  Jokes 
will  he  judged 
by  the  Editor. 
Submit  them  at 
the  Parrot  of- 
fice. 


We 
Specialize 

in 
Corsages 

We   deliver 
and    telegraph 


Central  Florists 

2216  Central  Uni.  8420 


Classic 
Barber  Shop 

1721   Sherman  Ave. 

y  s 

Close  to  Campus 
The  Best  in  Town 


CHATTERBOX 


COCKTAIL  LOUNGE  AND  RESTAURANT 


THE 

TALKING  PARROT 


The  New  Orleans  Dining  Room 
for  delicious  food  and  for  cocktails 
and  snacks  the  intimate  atmosphere 
of  our  adjoining  cocktail  lounge. 
Perfect  for  any  date  .  .  .  the 
CHATTERBOX 


6445  Sheridan   Road 
lUST  NORTH  OF  THE  GRANADA 


MAY ,     19  47 
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so  LET  IT  BE 

So  let  it  be.    A  dream  that  hlazed 

has  guttered; 
A  gust  of  petty  winds  has  quenched 

the  fire. 
What    though    the    world    seemed 

lightness  for  a  moment? 
I  have  illumined  it  with  new  desire. 


There  is  no  bottom  to  my  well  of 
dreaming, 

No  top  to  towers  of  hope   whence 
I    look    out. 

What  though  a  loveliness  was  horn 
to  perish?     , 

The  pillars  of  my  faith  are  stand- 
ing stout. 

Gloria   Love 


ACE  TYPEWRITER 
SERVICE 

909  Maple  Ave. 

EVANSTON,  ILL. 

GRE.  1155 


Repairs,    rentals,   bought, 
sold,  traded.   .   . 


Campus  Pharmacy 


821  Noves 


Uni.  3630 


Patricia  Vance 

Fijimey!)    W'i.'/j 

John  Robert  Powers,  New  York 

Eminently  Qualified  Director  Pf. 


<^m^ 


Finishing  School 

An  Exclusive  School  for  Personal 
Improvement  and  Career  Training 

P.ilricia  Vance — distin,s,iiishcd  Poueis  Model  .  .  .  the  most  televised 
gill  in  the  world  .  .  .  writer  and  director  of  her  own  radio  program 
.  .  .  screen  tested  and  sought  by  three  Hollywood  studios — lends 
her  diversified  background  to  two  distinctive  programs. 


Patrician  Finishing  Program 

.  .  .  Designed  for  Personal  Improvement,  Specialized  instruc- 
tion in  POISE,  POSTURE,  FIGURE  IMPROVEMENT, 
VOICE  and  DICTION.  STYLING  OF  HAIR  .  .  .  MAKEUP 
.  .  .  CLOTHES 


Patrician  Career  Training 

Foundation  for  Success  in  Your  Cho.sen  Field.  Individualized 
training  in  FASHION  AND  PHOTOGRAPHIC  MODEL- 
ING. DRAMATIC.  RADIO,  TELEVISION.  STAGE,  AND 
SCREEN. 


ONLY  SCHOOL  OF   ITS  KIND  BETWEEN   NEW  YORK  AND 
HOLLYWOOD 


SUITE  414 


Telephone  or  Write  for  Illustrated  Booklet 


30  NORTH   MICHIGAN  AVENUE 
Model  Placeitient — Vance  Guild,  State  1173 

Day  and  Evening  Classes  Arranged  to  Fit  the  Busy  College  Girl's  Schedule 


PHONE  STATE  4130 
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PURPLE    P.IRR  O  T 


I 


Your  Photograph . . . 


Portrayed  at  your  best 
is  a  responsibility  we 
gladly  assume. 

EUGENE  l.  RAY 

Always  dependable  for  better  photography 


Studio:    1606  Chicago  Ave. 


Uni.  2238 


Everything  in  cameras 


and 

photographic 

supph'es 


Poe's . .  ^ 

University  4550 


All  at  reasonable  prices 
at  Evanston's  most  com- 
plete camera  store. 


amera 


^upptlt 


622  Crove  St. 


Bring    the    Gang    and    Drop    In 
for   an   evening   of   fnn   at 

FREDDIE'S 

COLONIAL  TAVERN 


6200  Dempster 


Morton  Grove  2210 


Your   Key   To 

NORTHWESTERN'S 
CAMPUS .  .  . 


the 


SYLLABUS 


GRADUATION 
HAPPINESS 

is    best   expressed 
by   lovely   flowers 

PRESENTATION 

BASKETS  and 

BOUQUETS  for 

Recitalists 

exquisitely   designed   by 


COSTUME 
CORSAGES 

for   graduates 

and  graduates' 

motbers  .  .  . 

unusual  creations 

We  wUl  appreciate 
your  placing  orders 
ivell  in  advance  .  .  . 


J 


x3nclon!s 

ftoiVer 
Shop 

1712  SHERMAN  AVE. 

l)ust   north   of   the   Varsity' 
UNI.  0632  UNI.  7542 


MAY,     19  47 
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iE  WAS  NO  different  from  the 
others  of  the  non-artist  group  of  spec- 
tators touring  the  Art  Gallery  on  this 
Wednesday  afternoon.  Just  curious 
people  who  would  probably  recognize 
only  paintings  by  Van  Rijn  and  Van 
Gogh  and  maybe  Renoir,  but  these  in 
name  only.  Never-the-less  everyone 
owed  himself  a  visit  to  the  Art  Gallery. 
For  the  first  time  he  preferred  to  wan- 
der thru  it  alone. 

He  had  been  strolling  casuallj'  past 
the  exhibits  regarding  them  rather  in- 
differently, pausing  now  and  then  for 
portraits  and  landscapes,  lingering  a 
little  longer  for  the  nudes,  wandering 
aimlessly  fi'om  room  to  room. 

But  as  he  entered  this  room,  a  pic- 
ture on  the  far  wall  startled  him.  The 
simple  loveliness  of  an  unclothed  girl 
standing  with  her  back  to  him.  modestly 
smiling  from  behind  her  left  shoulder, 
charmed  him  as  truly  as  would  Queen 
Cleopatra   herself. 

As  he  drew  closer  he  noted  the  title. 
"Egyptian  Girl"  by  Sargent. 

When  his  gaze  had  returned  to  the 
girl   he   was   further   shocked. 

"My  God.  can  it  be?  It  looks  like 
her.  The  resemblance  is  amazing!  Do 
you  suppose  it  could  be  Nadine?  No.  of 
course.  Why  don't  you  forget  her. 
Stupe?  You've  been  trying  to  long 
enough." 

With  a  bitter  laugh  at  himself  he 
started  to  move  away,  on  into  the  next 
room.  But  that  picture  had  given  him 
a  flashback  of  memories  he'd  been  try- 
ing to  shut  out  of  his  mind  for  a  year. 
The  charm  of  the  "Egyptian  Girl" 
was  fascinating.  He  had  often  wished 
he  could  express  his  love  for  Nadine  in 
some  way  other  than  by  saying  over 
and  over  again.  I  love  you.  I  love  you. 
It  seemed  that  this  picture  was  the 
fulfillment  of  his  fantasial  desires. 

Still,  it  was  more  than  just  a  picture. 
It  was  Nadine,  portrayed  in  all  of  her 
beauty.  Her  long,  dark,  alluring  hair, 
that  subtle  sparkle  in  her  eyes,  those 
teasing  lips,  her  suggestive  figure  so 
perfectly  shaped,  how  well  he  remem- 
bered! 

Remember?  I  met  her  on  the  beach 
at  Santa  Monica,  near  Los  Angeles,  one 
warm  Sunday  afternoon.    It  was  early 
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Spring  of  '45  and  I  was  stationed  at 
March  Army  Air  Field  taking  a  four 
month  speciahzed  training  course.  The 
nation  was  at  war  and  the  civilian  at- 
titude toward  soldiers  was  still  friendly. 

Our  introduction  was  quite  obviously 
"engineered"  by  me,  but  never-the- 
less  she  received  it  graciously.  She 
said  that  she  lived  with  her  sister  and 
brother-in-law  in  a  cottage  a  few 
blocks  away.  She  was  out  for  a  lone 
afternoon  jaunt  because  they  went  to 
the  movie  and  she  couldn't  understand 
how  people  could  waste  a  beautiful 
afternoon  in  the  movie.  I  told  her  my 
home  was  in  Illinois  and  that  Cali- 
fornia was  something  new  but  thought 
I'd  move  out  here  after  the  war. 

We  stepped  into  a  hot  dog  stand  to 
get  better  acquainted  over  a  bottle  of 
beer  and  she  asked  me  if  I  had  ever 
had  fresh.  French-fried  shrimp.  Well. 
I  had  the  shrimp  and  she  ate  the  wilted 
potatoes  that  came  with  it.  Later  we 
were  feeling  gay  and  carefree  and 
took  a  run  on  the  beach  along  the 
edge  of  the  cold  Pacific.  She  took  off 
her  shoes  and  I  had  to  take  my  shirt 
and  dog  tags  off  as  well,  to  look  like  a 
civilian    to    the    M.P.'s. 

I  had  to  start  back  to  camp  early 
that  day.  but  we  made  a  date  for  the 
next  week-end. 

Her  brother-in-law  had  another  cot- 
tage on  Lake  Arrowhead,  only  a  few 
miles  from  March  and  he  and  his  wife 
threw  a  small  party  for  us  one  week- 
end. They  had  some  friends  up  for 
Saturday  night  and  the  four  of  us 
stayed  overnight  for  sailing  on  Sunday. 
That's  when  I  asked  her  to  marry  me. 

My  training  was  nearly  finished  and 
we  were  scheduled  to  leave  March 
F'ield  in  about  three  weeks.  All  the 
married  men  had  the  "over-seas  jit- 
ters" and  I  began  to  catch  them.  too. 
We  thought  we'd  marry  before  I  was 
shipped  out.  so  gave  a  party  one  Sat- 
urday night  to  announce  the  date. 

I  managed  to  get  into  L.A.  early  to 
help  her  with  the  party  arrangements. 
On  the  way  to  the  cottage  I  stopped 
into  the  neighborhood  bar.  Murphy's, 
to  get  some  bourbon  and  scotch.  Wasn't 
going  to  let  the  future  brother  and  sis- 
ter-in-law gives  this  party.  This  one 
was  to  be  ours. 

While  I  waited  for  the  bartender  to 
get  the  bottles,  I  noticed  a  civilian  at 
the  other  end  of  the  bar.  Notice  him, 
hell,  I  couldn't  help  but  notice  him!  He 
was  plastered  to  the  gills,  hanging  all 
over  his  buddies.  When  he  saw  me,  he 
immediately  pointed  me   out  with  a — 

"There  he  is.    There's  the   sucker!" 


Illustrated  by  b<uncIKolni 

His  friends  slowed  him  up  long 
enough  for  the  bartender,  who  had 
brought  the  liquor,  to  tell  me  that  he 
used  to  pester  hell  out  of  Nadine  to  go 
out  with  him,  and  then  when  she 
wouldn't,  he'd  come  here  to  brew  up. 

Remember,  he  kept  saying, 

"She  thinks  I  don't  know  ....  Ha, 
Ha!  ....  don't  know!."  and  then  he'd 
laugh  again.  I  ignored  him  and  picked 
up  the  grocery  sack  and  my  change  and 
headed  for  the  door. 

He  grabbed  my  shoulder  and  spun 
me  around.  Then  he  leaned  over  to 
speak  directly  into  my  face  with  one 
stinking  breath. 

"Her  grandpa  was  half-nigger — half- 
nigger  I  tell  ya — half-nigger!" 

I  came  up  with  an  uppercut  that 
caught  him  right  on  the  jaw. 


We  had  often  joked  about  our  ances- 
tors. I  would  tease  her  in  an  Irish 
brogue  and  she  usually  replied  in  a 
Spanish- American  dialect.  No  further 
discussion  of  family  backgrounds — no 
need  for  it — We  were  in  love! 

I  didn't  tell  her  about  the  barroom 
incident  that  night,  but  I  think  she 
sensed  that  something  had  happened. 
She  learned  the  whole  story  the  next 
day  from  the  bartender  who  knew  her 
brother-in-law  well.  She  was  natural- 
ly upset  and  called  me  immediately, 
afraid  it  had  made  a  difference. 

I  managed  to  see  her  that  night.  She 
was  very  frank  and  said  her  great 
grandfather  had  been  a  Negro  but  only 
part  Negro.  She  said  she  had  worried 
about  telling  me  ever  since  the  first  day 
we  had  met.  But  she  had  definitely 
decided  that  I  should  know  before  we 
were  married.  It  was  too  bad  I  had  to 
learn  from  a  drunk  in  a  bar.  Then  she 
waited,  watching  my  reaction. 

I  couldn't  hide  my  shock.  It  was  a 
dirty  twist  of  fate,  in  a  way.  Why  did 
things  like  this  have  to  turn  up?  But  I 
still  loved  her.  and  I  realized  that  if  I 
had  not  known.  I  never  would  have 
guessed.  So  why  should  it  matter  now? 

This  is  what  I  told  her  in  all  earnest- 
ness, as  tenderly  as  I  could.   With  all 


sincerity  I  reassured  her  of  my  love. 
And  we  were  happy  again,  for  a  week. 

Then  I  was  shipped  to  Texas.  Not 
overseas  after  all,  another  training 
course.  We  had  been  promised  a  fifteen 
day  leave  before  going  overseas.  After 
the  barroom  incident,  the  marriage  had 
been  postponed  until  then.  She  saw  me 
off  at  the  station  and  I  could  see  that 
she  was  still  wondering  if  time  would 
change  my  feelings. 

It's  a  funny  thing  about  train  trips. 
You  do  a  lot  of  thinking.  Sometimes 
too  much.  That's  what  happened  to  me. 
When  we  left  the  station  I  felt  low  as 
hell.  As  we  traveled  through  the 
mountains.  I  couldn't  concentrate  on 
Time  and  so  as  I  gazed  out  of  the  win- 
dow at  the  scenery,  my  mind  wandered. 

Dreaming  about  her  and  our  coming 
marriage  I  could  already  see  myself  out 
of  the  Army  and  coming  home  every 
night  to  a  wonderful  wife  and  kids. 
Yeah,  children.  God.  what  if  one  of 
them  turned  out  to  look  something  like 

a !    But  no,   hell,    that   couldn't 

happen!  They'll  be  as  beautiful  as  their 
mother.  With  that  I  closed  my  eyes  so 
that  I  could  see  her  face  again. 

And  that's  when  it  happened.  My  in- 
bred prejudice  had  already  started  to 
work.  Instead  of  her  face,  I  saw  a 
grotesque   mask. 

That  trip  to  Texas  was  really  hell.  I 
got  off  the  train  feeling  undecided,  and 
shaky.  Even  after  reading  her  letters 
which  were  waiting  for  me.  I  still  • 
didn't  have  the  same  old  feeling.  I 
answered  them,  but  I  know  mine  fell 
flat,   and  yet,   she   didn't   mention   it. 

My  letters  slacked  off  gradually  until 
finally  they  stopped  altogether.  She 
must  have  known  they  would,  after 
reading  those  I  sent  her  the  first  week. 
But  she  kept  writing  just  the  same.  She 
wanted  to  come  to  Texas  to  be  married, 
but  I  wired  her  that  it  wouldn't  be 
fair  to  either  of  us  to  start  our  marriage 
like  that.  It  was  shortly  after  that  that 
her  letters  stopped  too. 

Just  before  we  left  the  country  to  fly 
to  Guam,  they  dropped  the  atomic 
bomb,  and  all  orders  were  cancelled. 
We  never  did  go  overseas.  And  then 
by  some  odd  twist  of  fate,  we  were  all 
shipped  back  to  March  Field  for  separa- 
tion. Frankly,  I  didn't  want  to  go  back, 
even  if  it  was  for  a  discharge. 

About  a  week  of  March  Field  was  all 
I  could  take  without  going  to  L.A..  and 
of  course,  L.A.  meant  Nadine.  I  couldn't 
stand  it  any  longer,  just  had  to  see  her. 

No  one  was  at  home  at   the   cottage 

(Continued  on  page  38) 
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Evanston    Photographic 
Service 


1854  Sherman 


Gre.  8871 
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'A  Complete  Fur 

S«  r  r 

ervice 

Labich  Furs 


1717  Sherman 


Gre   2882 


Ball  Drive- It -YourseK 

Rent  A  Car  and 
Dale   in   Style 


613  Chso.  Ave.  Gre.  0013 


EL  GA1ICHO 

North  Shore's  Most  Distinctive  Restaurant  &  Cocktail  Lounge 


THE  FINEST  in  foods, 

Dinners    served    from 
6  'til  10 

SKOKIE   BLVD., 

North  of  Harrison 


chili,  spaghetti, 
lobster    tails,    chicken 
and  steaks 


Call 


SKOKIE   2870 


Come  on  in  for  a  quick  lunch 
or  a  coke  .  .  .  also  for  all  your 
cosmetics  and  pharmaceutical 
supplies. 

HILL  DRUGS 

601  Davis  St.   Cre.0405 


'The  choice  of  all  desserts" 

jceimm 


University  3220 


716  Main  St. 


LPaul  fe.  kckman 

Diamonds  •  Watches  •   Silverware 
Fine  Watch  and  Jewelry  Repairing 

Established  in  1920 
Tel.  Greenleaf  9727 


Evanston,  111. 
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PETE'S 

COCKTAI  L     LOUNGE 

4800 

Dempster  Street 

Skokie,   Illinois 

Just  West  of  Evanston,   Illinois 

Skokie  2544                                                          Marie  Miller,  Mgr. 

^t  jLastl   Your  Long -Awaited 
HANDMADE  COTTON  SLIPS 
AND  NIGHTIES  BY 


Open  Thursday   Evenings   Until  9  P.M. 


Exquisite  hand  detail- 
ing makes  these  cloud- 
sheer  slips  and  nighties 
so  appealing.  Our  ship- 
ment was  limited  so 
order  yours  as  soon  as 
possible.  Nighties  from 
$8.95  to  $13.95.  Slips, 
$5.95. 


^^-^ 


1630  ORRINGTON 


^^AtCe    PRINTING 

SERVICE 

1326-28  CREENLEAF 

STREET 

EVANSTON,   ILLINOIS 

ARTHUR  WRIGHT 

Davis 

1933 

l/3en n ett  ivlusic  ^li on 


Everything  in  music 


1148  Central  Ave. 
Wilmette,  El. 

Wil.  568 


Please  your  graduate  with  a 
fountaiu  pen.  Come  in  and 
choose  one  from  our  complete 
selection. 


Hoos  Drugs 


1745  Sherman  Ave. 
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WALTER  RUESCH 

Golf  Practice 


Golf  Lessons 

(Four  Instructors) 

Walter  Ruesch 

Tommy  Meehan 

Billy  Hartshorne 

Alex  Cunningham 


Golf  Eqiiipinent 
Full  Line  of 

Clubs.  Balls,  and  Bags 


Skokie  Blvd.  &  Golf  Rd. 
Skokie.  111. 

Tel.  Skokie  2521 


TENNIS 


RACQUETS 

PRESSES 

COVERS 

BALLS 

SHOES 

VISORS 

SOCKS 

TOrR!\AMEI\T  Sif  EATERS 


RESTRIISGIISG 

Exclusive  North  Shore 
distributors  for  Spalding 


Oiandlers 


630  Davis 


Evanston 


FOR  EVERYTHING 

IN   SPORTS 

IT'S 

LONCTIN'S   SPORT   SHOP 

COMPLETE 
GOLF  EQUIPMENT 


MEN'S 


LADIES' 


CENE  SARAZEN  PATTY  BERC 

lACK    HOTCHINSON  BETTY    HICKS 

SAM    SNETHD  MISS    AMERICA    STARLET 

TENNIS  EQUIPMENT 

ALICE    MARBLE  DON    BUDGE 

MARY    HARDWICK  ELLSWORTH    VINES 

TENNIS  BALLS  IN  CANS 
COMPLETE  RESTRINC  SERVICE 


EXTRA   SPECIAL 

N.U.  SWEAT  SHIRTS 

1.95  —  1.49 


LONCTIN'S 

SPORT  SHOP 

1731    SHERMAN   AVE. 
ORE  4604 


DL 


Arlene  Healy,  KD,  Phil  Leekley,  Phi  Psi,  and  Ted  Tostlebe, 
SAE,  and  Neda  Gentleman  Gamma  Phi,  are  shown  about  to 
embark  on  an  evening  long  to  be  remembered.  Ted  Urban, 
Phi  Psi  and  Dana  Olson,  KD,  join  Arlene  and  Phil  when  they 
choose  the  Camellia  House  for  that  extra  special  date. 

There's  no  cover  or  minimum  charge  and 
Robert   McGrew  furnishes  the 
mood   music. 


L^ameiilci  ^J^ouSe 

in  the  Drake  Hotel 


Photos  h\i  T"l  Fit  duliiiin 
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pr- 

NELSON 

Jeweler 

and  Optometrist 

Your 

■  Jewclci 

■  /o/"  Over  40  Year. 

1626  Or 

rington 

Ave. 

Uni 

0461 

N.U. 


#T«WE5% 


Pets 
Shields 
Jewelry 
Stationery 

ilortn  ived  te rn 

1726  Orrington 


Rings 

Decals 

Stickers 

Pennants 

StuJe,.l        CO-OP 

GREenleaf  2600 


Northwestern  students  say  .  .  . 

For  fine  food,  specializing  in  steaks,  chops,  and 
chicken — or  just  good,  old-fashioned  beer — try  the 
Casa  Bonita  Lounge. 

Jean  Copeland,  Chi  Omega,  and  Dale  Weitinan. 

Phi   Mu    Delta,    agree   on   the   smart,    fashionable 
atmosphere. 

Continuous  entertainment  .  .  .  Don  Elisio 
and  his  Rhuni])a  Band   .   .   .   Television. 
Air  Conditioning. 


7/     7- 
BARBER  SHOP 
Now  in  the 
North  Shore  Hotel 

.  .  .  e.\tends  a  cordial  invitation  to 
inspect  tlieir  new  quarters.  Evanston's 
most  modern  barber  shop  ...  5  chair 
service.  Finest  type  of  barbering.  Stu- 
dents find  an  appointment  a  time  sav- 
ing convenience. 

Edward  Cremin,  Prop. 
GREenleaf  9009 


Virginia  Cleaners  —  Dyers 

1016  Central  St.,  Evanston,  III. 
4712  Oakton  St.,  Skokie,  III. 

University  4640  Skokie  3881 

We  Call  and  Deliver! 


riir.lC    hu    .h:,-k    .Vr/sotl 


Casa  Eonita  Lounge 


1615  W.   Howard   .Street.  Ch 
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WHISPERED  COMPLIMENTS... 

.  .  .  whenever  you  appear  in  your 

new  light-weight  suit  from 


nc. 


At 


712  Church  St. 


Make  a  Wish  .  .  . 

CINDERELLA! 

To  Double  Your 

Natural  Charm 

The  Dale  Charm  School,  on  cam- 
pus, now  offers  you,  the  N.  U. 
student,  a  personalized  course  in 
photographic  and  fashion  model- 
ing, as  well  as  all  the  essentials 
of  charm. 

You  owe  it  to  yourself  and  to  your 
future,  so  make  an  appointment 
today  for  a  free  consultation  and 
personal  analysis. 

DALE    CHARM 
SCHOOL 

605   Davis   Street 

GRE  4180 


Egyptian  Girl 


(Continued  jrom  page  33) 

in  Santa  Monica,  so  I  I'cnted  a  car  and 
drove  to  Lake  Arrowhead.  I  had  no 
idea  what  I  was  going  to  say.  but  what 
was  uppermost  in  my  mind,  I  guess, 
was  holding  her  close  to  me  and  kissing 
her  until  we  were  both  breathless. 

As  I  drove  up,  things  looked  de- 
serted here  too.  But  I  got  out  of  the  car 
and  walked  down  to  the  lake  front  hop- 
ing to  find  someone  at  the  boat  house. 
I  remember  the  sun  was  just  going 
down  behind  the  ridge,  and  there  was 
a  golden  glow  on  the  water.  That 
brought  back  memories.  .  .  . 

There  were  her  sister  and  brother- 
in-law,  but  where  was  Nadine?  When 
her  sister  recognized  me,  she  froze 
on  the  spot.  Then  as  I  approached  and 
greeted  them,  she  said  nothing  but 
began  to  sob,  and  then  cry  convulsively, 
almost  hysterically.  It  was  several  min- 
utes before  her  husband  could  quiet 
her.  All  this  with  no  reference  to  me 
or  Nadine.  I  had  realized  my  return 
would  be  a  shock,  but  didn't  expect 
such  a  breakdown  from  her  sister. 

"Where  is  Nadine?  Has  something 
happened  to  her?" 

I  received  the  full  force  of  his  curt 
reply.  "She  was  desperately  ill  for  two 
months  after  your  letters  stopped.  She 
wouldn't  give  us  your  address.  She 
never  gained  all  of  her  strength  back 
— in  her  weakened  condition,  she 
caught  the  Polio  and  died!" 

With  that  horrible  statement  still 
resounding  in  his  temples,  he  was 
startled  back  to  the  present  by  the 
snickering  of  a  pudgy,  old  woman 
behind  him.  He  realized  that  his  wor- 
shipful study  of  the  "Egyptian  Girl" 
had  caused  several  whispers  and 
chuckles  from  others  also.  So  he  moved 
on,  promising  himself  to  come  back 
another  day  to  visit  his  Nadine. 


^COMPLETE  DINNERS 


<^^ 


Fried    Chicken    from    Curtiss    Farms 
CLOSED    SUNDAYS 


■  w>.S.,»u.ni>        fl^^^  "^ "KINO 

17  75  HOWARD  across  thc  sTuger 


Everybody's 
doing  their  .  .   . 

SPRING 

CLEANING! 

But  to  top  them  all  for 

cleaning  and  dyeing 

it  s  .... 

A.W.ZENGELERCO. 

Winnetka 
Phone:    Enterprise  1444 


f 


eae 


A  SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS 

Preferred   by   college 

men  and  Monien 

4  Month  Intensive  Course 

for    College    Students 

and  Graduates 

Course  opens  February. 
June,  and  October 

Special  Counselor — 
Veterans 

President.  John  Robt.  Gregg,  S.C.D. 

Director,    Paul    ^I.    Pair.    MA. 

6  North  Michig.nn  .Avenue 

Chicigo  2,  Illinois       Tel.  St.a.  1881 


SJ/ic     Ljrea(j     (^ollc 


cac 


9 


Gregg  students  represent  38  slates, 
135   colleges   and   unitersities 
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I'h'-to  hjj  Paul  MaUcT]/ 


TIME  OUT! 

—FOR  FUN 

Molly  Sue  Doran,  Alpha  Xi,  Dave  Meier,  Kappa 
Sig,  and  Ida  Rae  Slocks,  Delta  Zeta,  Chuck  Tal- 
hot,  Kappa  Sig,  having  their  share  of  fun  and 
dancing  at  the  Silhouette. 

T«'ll  your  friends,  "next  time  we'll  meet  at  the  .  .  . 

CLUB 
SILHOUETTE 

1555  W.  Howard  Street 


Join  in . . . 
have  a  Coke 


at  home 


BOTTLED  UNDER  AUTHORITY  OF  THE  COCA-COLA  COMPANY  BY 

COCA-COLA    BOTTLING    CO.   OF    CHICAGO,   INC. 


5^ 
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Hartmann  Knockabout 


FOR  GRADlATiON 

Soft-side  construction  of  sparlanized*  strength  that 
assures  greater  wardrobe  protection  for  two  suits  .  .  . 
and  ample  accessories  for  a  fortnight's  visit. 

Sun   Tan   Analine   Cowhide   S88.50 
Matching    Overnight    Case    S67.50 

Plus  Tax 


TRUNKS 


LUCCACE 


1421    Sherman   Avenue  UNIversity  5R37 

21,4  blocks  south  of  Fountain  Square 


Get  the  Huddle  Habit 

Whether  for  breakfast  or  that  morning  cup  of  coffee 
.  .  .  lunch  or  afternoon  tea  .  .  .  dinner  or  late  evening 
snack — it's  aluavs  the  Huddle — the  place  to  meet  your 
friends. 

Now  open  from  7  A.M.  until  12  midnight. 


The  Huddle 


-in  the  Orrington  Hotel 


I'lii.to  1,11  Paul  Malli-ru 


FOR  A  GALA  EVENING 

Dine  and  Dance 

in  the 

Marine  Dining  Room 

Colonnade  Room 

EDGEWATER  BEACH  HOTEL 


5300   BLOCK 


SHERIDAN    ROAD 


Pn  lie     4  0 


PIRPLE     PARROT 


SOUTH  SIDE— Joe  Louis'  Rhumboogie, 
343  E.  Garfield  Blvd.,  Chicago:  We  heard 
Sarah  Vaughan  and  her  delicate,  diaphanous 
diction  warble  with  Slam  Stewart,  bass 
bower.  One  of  Chicago's  homes  of  jazz, 
good  food  and  high  spirits. 


WEST  SIDE-Joker  Joe's  Typhoon 
Club,  5329  W.  Belmont  Ave.,  Chica- 
go: Portable  commodes,  whistling 
waiters,  fresh  bartenders,  no-holds- 
barred  and  you'd  better  have  a  broad- 
minded  date.  Drinks  are  priced  right, 
save  folding  money. 


DOWNTOWN-Schulien  Bros.  Res- 
taurant, 1800  N.  Halsted,  Chicago:  Matt 
is  a  magician  who  can  teach  Blackstone 
and  Tarbell  everything  all  over  again  as 
far  as  sleight  of  hand  is  concerned. 
Onions  and  invisible  fish,  booze  and 
card  tricks. 


NORTH— Ivanhoe  Restaurant,  3000  N. 
Clark  St.,  Chicago:  When  knighthood  was 
in  flower  this  place  would  have  been 
Lindy's.  You  can  dance  on  a  BIG  dance 
floor,  throw  darts,  wander  through  the 
catacombs,  love  before  the  imitation 
waterfalls,  etc.,  etc. 


SUBURBS— Phil  Johnson's  Restau- 
rant, Northbrook:  World's  finest  french 
fries,  Duncan  Mines  recommendation, 
open  hearth  barbecues,  homey  atmos- 
phere, no  reservations,  student-pocket- 
book-priced,  sweet  Swedish  waitresses, 
an  art  gallery  of  seascapes.    Yum-yum. 
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RIGHT  COMBINATION  •  WORLD'S  BEST  TOBACCOS  •  PROPERLY  AGED 


Copyright  19P,  Liogltt  &  Mvers  Tobacco  Co. 


